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f ONG, long I deſpair'd a young Shepherd 4 


to find, 


Nor proud of his Merit, nor. falſe as. ths: 3 


Wind; 


But at laſt I have got a dear Lad to my Mind ; 
Oh! I never can part with my Willy: 
We hied to the Altar laſt Midſummer-Day ; 


T bluſh'd all the while, and ſcarce knew What to ſay -. 


But I vow'd (I remember) to love and obey : 
Can I do any leſs by my Willy? 
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His Breath is as fragrant as freſh morning Air; 


His Face than the Roſe is more ruddy I ſwear; . 


And his Kiſſes as ſweet—oh! beyond all Compare !. N 


There is not ſuch a Lad as my Willy. 
With him none pretends or to pipe or to play. A 
But what tender {oft Things does the Shepherd not ſay ?- : 
With Eaſe, I am ſure, he might ſteal Hearts away: 

But I'll never diſtruſt thee, dear Willy. 
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Whenl droop'd all in Pain, and hung down my Head. 
How kindly he watch d me! what Tears did he ſhed! © 
He nor left me a Moment till Sickneſs was fled: = 
Can I ever forget thee, dear Willy ? HM 
Should Death from my Sight tear the Shepherd ſo true, © 
Let him take (if he choofes) then me away too ; 1 
For why nd I tarry,. or what could I do, 7 
Should [ loſe ſuch a Lad as my Willy? 1 
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Ser by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall 


ELL me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 
Lately wand'ring o'er the Green, 
| Beauty's Son, a little Boy, 

Full of Frolic, Mirth, and Joy? 

If you know his Shelter, ſay ; 

He's from Venus gone aftray. 

Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen 
Such a one trip o'er the Green? 


5 85 rks' the God you'll know : 
ulder hangs a Bow, 

Ever fraught with Darts, 

Poiſog ſure to human Hearts: 

Tho' he's naked, little, blind, 

He can triumph o'er the Mind. 

: Tell me, Laſſes, have you feen 

Such a one trip o'er the Green? 


Subtle as the Light'ning's Wound 
Is his piercing Arrow found : 
While- the Boſom's Heart it pains, 
No external Mark remains: 
Reaſon's Shield itſelf is broke 
the unſuſpected Stroke. 
tell me, Laſſes, have you * 
e Such a one trip O er dhe Green? 
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Oft the Urchin's ſeen to lie 


in the ſunny Eye; 
Or his deftin'd Prey he ſeeks 
On the Maiden's roſy Cheeks: 
' Snowy Breaſts, or curling Hair, 
Oft conceal the pleaſing Snare. $ 
| Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen 
Such a one trip o'er the Green? 


= She that the Receſs reveals, 
Where the God himſelf conceals, 
3 Shall a Kifs receive this * 

1 From her Heart's ſupreme Delight: 
= To Venus let her bring the Boy, 
| She ſhall taſte Love's Meow Joy. 1 
* i Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſen 

| Such a one trip o'er the Green? 5 
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OUNG Jockey, who bear d dne * Twelve 


month, or more, 
Now bolder is grown than was Mortal beg 4 
I He whiſpers ſuch Things as no Virgin thou . 4 
1 And he preſſes my Lips with a Warmth I cawt hear 
1 And he preſſes my Lips with a Warmth I can't bear, | 


With Stories of Love he would ſoften my Mind, 
And his Eyes ſpeak a Temper to Miſchief inclio'd | 
But I vow not a Moment I'll truſt him alone: "I | 
And when next he grows rude I will bid hb gon, | 
And when, &c. 1 


Of Honour and Truth not a word h has he Saks 5 
| And Kis Action: declare he thanks Vitae ey 5 
B 2 
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He ſhall find his Miſtake, if he ventures to try; 


For, than yield on ſuch Terms, oh! Irather would die. 
For, than, &c. | | 3 


With no Creature beſide he ſuch Freedom dare take; 
Vet the Handſome and Witty he quits for my Sake: 
But how can I think that he loves me the beſt, 

Or how can I love him who'd break all my Reft ? 
Or how, &c. | 4 
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on! Jockey, reform, nor be fooliſh again, 

Left you loſe a fond Heart you ſhall never regain: 
If you change your Behaviour, and to Church chooſe 
to go, 

III forgive all that's paſt, and will never ſay No, 
III forgive, &c. 
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"HEN firſt I ſaw my Delia's Face, 
q adorn'd with ev'ry Bloom and Grace 
That Love and Youth cou'd bring; 
Such Sweetneſs too in all her Form, 

l thought her one celeſtial born, 
And took her for the Spring. 


1 7 Fach Day a Charm was added more; 
EST Muſic and Language ſwell'd the Store, 
„ With all the Force of Reaſon: 


— = : 
* n 
— — * * x -> p — 
— —— ——— 1- œ—ͤ— p 
7 e Poe 


Aud yet ſo frolic and ſo gay, 
Deck'd with the op'ning Sweets of May, 
Br. She look'd the Summer Seaſon. 


Admiring Crowds around her preſs, 

Zut none the happy He cou'd gueſs ; 

B41 Unwiſh'd her Beauties caught em. | 
a I urg'd 
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154 


J urg'd my Paſſion in her Ear; 
Of Love, ſhe ſaid, ſhe cou'd not hear, 
| And yet ſeem'd ripe as Autumn. 


The Roſe, not gather'd in its Prime, 
Will fade and fall in little Time; 
So I began to hint ther. 
Her Cheeks confeſs'd a Summer's Glow ; 
But, ah! her Breaſt of driven Snow 
Conceals a Heart of Winter, 


S ON: G - V. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall, | 
A*? on Tay's Banks I wander'd in Search of my 


Fair, | 
How ſmooth was the Stream ! and how ſoft was the 
Air! 
To nothing but thee ſuch a Scene I compare; 
And thee it reſembles, dear Jenny. 


The deep cryſtal Wave was a Type of thy Face, 

(J thought it ſo clear it might ſerve for thy Glaſs,) 

And the Curls if there were for thy Dimples might paſs; 
I vow'd 'twas the Picture of Jenny. 


Methought it took in all the Charms of thy Mind, 

To Virtue, to Love, and to Pity inclin'd, 

The tender ſoft Paſſions that feel no rude Wind; 
For calm 1s the Boſom of Jenny. 


All -pleas'd with the Proſpect, I wiſh'd the bri bt Maid 
Cou'd have ſeen her dear Self in this Mirror Tolay: d;; 


Twas like her when laſt the dear Girl I ſurvey d: 
Like none it could be but my Jen). 


But ſudden a T'empeſt I ne er ſaw before ? 
Made the Billows ariſe, and the Waves foam and roar ; 
I thought that I ſcarcely was ſafe on the Shore: 
Ah me! even then it was Joy - ©: 5:55 20 
B 3 The 
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clin'd, 


| | | When to me you are croſs, and to others are kind: 
But never, dear Girl, raiſe this Storm in your Mind; 


_ *Twall kill me, believe me, dear Jenny. 


SONG VI. 
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OUNG Thyrlis, ye Shepherds, is gone: 
I look all around for the Swain: 

| He's fled, and Joy with him is flown : 

He leaves me to Sorrow and Pain. 

Where is it I madly would rove ? 

Can ye tell me what's left worth my Stay ? 

Too late I perceive it was Love 

All the while led my Fancy aftray, 

Alf the while led my Fancy aſtray. 


What avails it I tarry behind, 

Now my Heart he has ſtole quite away ? 

No Comfort on Earth ſhall I find, 

No Reſt or by Night or by Day. | 
When he ſung, oh! I liſten'd with Glee: 


Ne'er thought I the Moment to ſee, 
Than to ſee I could wiſh to have died, 


Than to ſee, &c. 


But who is it comes o'er the Pen 7 ? 

"Tis Thyrſis, the dear wiſh'd- for Youth : 
Not Death e'er ſhall part us I ween, 

For than Death is much ſtronger his Truth, 
The Muſe ſaw them meet in the Grove, 
Saw the Maid and the Shepherd all bleſt : 
He vow'd to be true to his Love: 
She dares not to whiſper Lag reft, 
She dares not, a”, 


] The ſame dreadful Sight, when to Spleen you're in- 
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When he {mil'd, how I languiſh'd and figh'd ! 
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Night! 
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SONG VII. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 


EAREST Kitty! kind and fair! 
Tell me when, and tell me where, 

Tell thy fond and faithful Swain, 

When we thus ſhall meet again ? 

Where ſhall Strephon fondly ſee 

Beauties only found in thee ? 

Beauties only found in thee. 


Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play 
All the happy live-long Day, 
Deareſt Kitty! kind and fair! 

Tell me when, and tell me where, 
Tell me when, and tell me where. 


All the happy Day, tis true, 
Bleſt, but only then, with you; 
Nightly Strephon ſighs alone, 
Sighs till Hymen makes us one, 
Sighs till Hymen makes us one. 


Tell me then, and eaſe my Pain, 
Tell thy fond and faithful Swain, 
When the Prieſt ſhall kindly join 
Kitty's trembling Hand to mine? 
Deareſt Kitty! kind and fair! 
Tell me when; I care not where; 
Tell me when; I care not where. 


SONG VIIL 3 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 


b 1 \HE Sun in Virgin Luſtre ſhone, 
_ A put its Beauties on, 
B 4 * The 


l 
The Warblers ſung in livelier Strain, 
And ſweeter Flow'rets deck'd the Plain, 
And ſweeter Flow'rets deck'd the Plain, 
When Love, a ſoft intruding Gueſt, 
That long had dwelt in Damon's Breaſt, 
Now whiſper'd to the Nymph, Away, 
For this is Nature's Holiday, 
For this is Nature's Holiday. 


The tender Impulſe wing'd his Haſte ; 
The painted Mead he inſtant paſs'd, 
And ſoon the happy Cot he gain'd, 
Where Beauty ſlept and Silence reign'd, 
Where Beauty, &c. 
Awake, my Fair, the Shepherd cries, 
To new-born Pleaſure ope thine Eyes: 
| Ariſe, my Sylvia, hail the May, 

Poor this is Nature's Holiday, 
I - For this, &. | 

. 3 Forth came the Maid in Beauty bright, 
RT As Phoebus in Meridian Light: 
Entranc'd in Rapture, all confeſs'd, 
The Shepherd claſp'd her to his Breaſt, 
The Shepherd, &c. 
Then, gazing with a ſpeaking Eye, 
He ſnatch'd a Kiſs, and heav'd a Sigh, 
A melting Sigh, that ſeem'd to ſay, 
Conſider, Youth's our Holiday, 
Conſider, &c. | 


Ah! ſoft, ſhe ſaid, for Pity's Sake; 
What! kiſs me e er I'm well awake! 
For this ſo early came you here ? 

And hail you thus the riſing Year ? 
And hail, &c. | 

Sweet Innocence, oh, ceaſe to chide ! 
We'll hafte to Joy, the Swain reply'd ; 
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In Pleaſure's flow ry Fields we'll ſtray, 
And this ſhall be Love's Holiday, | 
And this, &c. 


A crimſon Glow warm'd o'er her Cheek, 
She look'd the Thing ſhe dar'd not ſpeak: 


E Conſent own'd Nature's ſoft Command, 


And Damon ſeiz'd her trembling Hand, 


And Damon, &c. 


His dancing Heart in Tranſport play'd ; 
To Church he led the bluſhing Maid, 
Then bleſs'd the happy Morn of May; 
And now their Life's all Holiday, 

And now, &c.. 


SONG IX. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in the Fair Quaker of Deal. 


OW little do the Landmen know 
Of what we Sailors feel, , 

When Waves do mount, and Winds do blow ? 

But we have Hearts of Steel. 
No Danger can affright us; 

No Enemy ſhall flout : 
We'll make the Monſieurs right us: 

So toſs the Can about. 


Stick ſtout to Orders, Meſſmates; 
We'll plunder, burn, and fink : 

Then, France, have-at your Firſt-rates ; 
For Britons never ſhrink. 

We rummage all we fancy ; 
We'll bring them in by Scores ; 


+ — e 


Shall roll in Louis d'Ors. 


While here at Deal we're lying 
With our noble Commodore, | 
B 3 We'l 


L 10 ] 
We'll ſpend our Wages freely, B 
And then to Sea for more. 
In Peace we'll drink and ſing, Boys ; 

In War we'll never fly: 


Here's a Health to George our King, Boys, 
And the Royal Family. 


SONG *. 
The Incurious. Sung at Vauxhall. 


IVE me but a Wife; I expect not to find 


— — —4 
— 2 —— — 


— PI = 
= * * a” - - — . — 
— 
m — 
5 — — — 
. ͤ4%ͤKͤ 
* 7 1 
| 


No Goddeſs for me; 'tis a Woman I prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wile. 


Be ſhe young, ſhe's not ſtubborn, but eaſy to mould; 
Or ſhe claims my Reſpect like a Mother, if old: 
Thus either can pleaſe me, ſince Woman I prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wile. 


Like Venus ſhe ogles, if {quinting her Eye ; 

If blind, ſhe the Bo of mine cannot ſpy : 
Thus either is lovely; for Woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


If rich be my Bride, ſhe brings Tokens of Love ; 
If poor, then the farther from Pride my Remove : 
Thus either contents me; for Woman I prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


I ne'er ſhall want Converſe, if Tongue ſhe poſſeſs; 
And if mute, ſtill the Rarity pleaſes no leſs : 
Im ſuited to eitner; for Woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe, 
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Then ceaſe, ye Profane, on the Sex to deſcant; 

If you've Wit to diſcern, of Charms they've no Want: : 
Each Fair can make happy, if Woman we prize, 
| And he that ſeeks more is more Curious than wiſe. 
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Each Virtue and Grace in one Female combin'd: 
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23 s ON G XI. 
* In the Winter's Tale. 
OME, come, my dear Shepherd, our Flocks we 
muſt ſhear; : 
In your Holiday >uits with your Laſſes appear: 


The happieſt of Folks are the Guiltleſs and Free; 
And who are ſo guiltleſs, ſo happy, as we ? 


We harbour no Paſſions by Luxury taught; 

We practiſe no Arts with Hypocriſy fraught : 

What we think in our Hearts you may read in our Eyes, 
For, knowing no Falſhood, we need no Diſguiſe. 


Buy Mode and Caprice are the City Dames led; ; 
d: Burt we all the Children of Nature are bred : ; 
y our Hands alone we are painted and dreſt, 
: For the Roſes will bloom when there's Peace in the 
Breaſt. es | 


That Giant, Ambition, we never can dread; 

Our Roofs are too low for ſo lofty a Head: 
Content and ſweet Chearfulneſs open our Door; 

They ſmile with the Simple, and feed with the Poor. 


When Love has poſſeſs'd us, that Love we reveal; | 
Like the Flocks that we feed are the Paſſions we feel; 


So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, if 
And leave to fine Folk to deceive and betray. & 
1 8 ONG XI. A 
I | A loyal Song. E 
A. lovely Peace, that grac'd our Iſle, '- | 
4 Why you withdraw th' indulgent Smile? = 
i FF HÞ it, you fly the Sons of Fame, 214 5 | 
it; EF That they the ride of France may tame?  _ Ml 
ef For Mars is rouz d by War's Alarms. - Wl 
And calls the Britons forth to Arms. — 
1 55 Our WM 
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Our Chiefs, renown'd upon the Main, Wich H 
Once more in Arms ſhine forth again, { Wit! 
Whoſe ſteady Courage dares oppoſe With h 
And ſtem the Power of Gallic Foes: She's 
For Mars, &c. She's 
What State but does its Fate deplore, When | 
Where-e'er the Britiſh Thunders roar ? 3 Some 
All, all muſt in Subjection bow; 1 Oh! hc 
And to Britannia's Sons 'tis due: Migh 
For Mars, &c. Migh 
As Rome of old her Terrors hurl'd, = In - 1 
And prov'd the Miſtreſs of the World, - 4 raged 
The Globe itſelf muſt ſubje& be Mo. 
To Albion's Sons, who rule the Sea: E Of ” 
For Mars, &c. | a 
| Let his ( 
Arife, ariſe to War's great Call ; | So Pb 
Prepare to meet th' audacious Gaul; Let his ] 
And, in return for all your Toils, So thi 
Return with Victory and Spoils : So thi 
For Mars is rouz'd by War's Alarms, 
And calls the Britons forth to Arms. 17 a 
s a 
SONG XIII. o 
WW SOLICITUDE: A Paſtoral. Or ſu; 
by Set by Mr. Arne. 
17 HY will you my Paſſion reprove, The ( 
= - Way term 1t a Folly to grieve, x 
mW E'er I tell you the © harms of my Love? | 
Wh She's fairer than you can believe, O t 
| | She's fairer than you can believe, Th 
3 | 3 
10 
10 


OT 
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N F With her Mein ſhe enamours the Brave; 


With her Wit ſhe engages the Free ; 


4 With her Modeſty pleaſes the Grave: 


She's ev'ry Way pleaſing to me, 
She's, &c. 


1 When Paridel tries in the Dance 


Some Favour with Phillis to find, 

Oh! how with one trivial Glance 
Might ſhe ruin the Peace of wy Mind ! 
Might ſhe, &c. 


In Ringlets he dreſſes his Hair, 
And his Crook is beſtudded around; 


And his Pipe — oh! may Phillis beware 


Of a Magic there is in its Sound, 
Of a Magic, &c. 


Let his Crook be with Hyacinths bound, 


So Phillis the Trophy deſpiſe : 
Let his Forehead with Laurels be crown'd, 


So they ſhine not in Phillis's Eyes, 
So they, &c. 


The Language that flows from the Heart 
Is a Stranger to Paridel's Tongue ; 
Vet may ſhe beware of his Art, 

Or ſure I muſt envy the Song, 

Or ſure I muſt envy the Song. 


SONG XIV. 
The Cock and a Butt. Sung at Ranelagh. 
Set by Mr. Arne. 


O take in good Part the Squeeze of the Hast 
That Language of Lovers who dare not demand, 
An 


* 


B 


And when with another as cloſe and as ; deat 
You've made him believe his Happineſs near, 


You've made him believe his Happineſs near; 1 Th 
Then to tell him a Tale, then to tell him a T'afe, * . = 
Then to tell him a Tale of a Cock and a Bull. M. 
That you meant no ſuch Thing, but was s Playing 4 y 

the F ool, Y Someti 
That you meant no ſuch Thing, but was playing | = 


the Fool. 


The Tread on the Toe to admit and be free, 

And ftrait to reply with the Toe Repartee ; 

To expreſs with your Eyes your inward Deſires, 

And thus with full Hopes to kindle his Fires; 
Then to tell him a Tale, &c. 


When he wants to diſcloſe what he dares not reveal; 

When he looks very lilly, and means a great deal; 

When he thinks (if e'er Thinking ſhould enter hisBrain) || 

You'll now grant his Wiſh, the Eaſe of his Pain; 
'Then to tell him a Tale, &c. 
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To let him, enraptur'd, proceed on to Bliſs; 
To ſuffer the Snatch or the Theft of a Kiſs ; 
When Coyneſs retreating unwillingly flies; 
When ſighs anſwer Murmurs, and Eyes talk to Eyes; 
Then to tell him a Tale of a Cock and a Bull, 1 
That you meant no ſuch Thing, but was playing 7 
the Fool. 4 


SO NG XV. 


To DELIA. Set by Mr. Arne. 


OFT pleaſing Pains, unknown before, 
My beating Boſom feels, 
When! behold the bliſsful Bow'r 
z. Where deareſt Delia dwells. 
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That Way I daily drive my Flock; 
Ah! happy, happy Vale! 
There look, and wiſh ; and while I look 
My Sighs increaſe the Gale, 
My Sighs increaſe the Gale. 


Sometimes at Midnight I do ſtray 


Beneath inclement Skies, 


And there my true Devotion pay 


To Delia's fleep-feal'd Eyes: 


; 80 pious Pilgrims nightly roam, 


With tedious Travel faint, 

To kiſs alone the clay- cold Tomb 
Of ſome lov'd fav'rite Saint, 
Of ſome, &c. 


O tell, ye Shades that fold my Fair, 
And all my Bliſs contain, 

Ah! why ſhould ye thoſe Bleflings ſhare, 
For which I ſigh in vain: 

But let me not at Pate repine, 
And thus my Griefs impart ; 

She's not your Tenant ;—ſhe is mine: 
Her Manſion is my Heart, 
Her Manſion is my Heart. 


SON GS XVI. 
The PARTING. 


HE riſing Sun thro' all the Grove 


Diffus'd a gladſome Ray ; 
My Lucy ſmil'd, and taik'd of Love, 
And ev'ry thing look'd gay: 


2 But oh! the fatal Hour was come 


That forc'd me from my Dear; 


4 My Lucy then through Grief was dumb, 


1 


"Y 
A 

5 Wy 
7 

5 

© 

EINE 

3. 


Or ſpoke but by a Tear. 


Now 


[ 16 ] 


Now far from her and Bliſs I roam, 
All Nature wears a Change ; 

The azure Sky ſeems wrapt in Gloom, 
And ev'ry Place looks ftrange : 

Thoſe flow'ry Fields, this verdant Scene, 
Yon Larks, that tow'ring ſing, | 

With ſad Contraſt increaſe my Spleen, 
And make me loath the Spring. 


My Books, that wont to ſooth my Mind, 

No longer now can pleaſe ; 
There ouly thoſe Amuſements find 

That have a Mind at eaſe : 

Nay, Life itſelf is taſteleſs grown, 

From Lucy whill I ftray : 
Sick of the World, I muſe along, 

And ſigh the live-long Day. 


S II. 


The InNconsTanT FAIR. 


2 And ſportive Lambkins play; 
When ſpangled Fields renew'd appear, 
And Muſic wak'd the Day; 

Then did my Chloe leave her Bow'r 
To hear my am'rous Lay; | 


Warm'd by my Love, ſhe vow'd no Pow'r 


Should lead her Heart aſtray. 


The warbling Choirs ſrom ev'ry Bow 
Surround our Couch in Throngs, 
And all their tuneful Art beftow 
To give us Change of Songs: 
Scenes of Delight my Soul poſſeſs'd : 
TI bleſt, then hugg'd my Maid: 
I robb'd the Kiſſes from her Breaſt, 
Sweet as a noon-day Shade. 


HEN flow'ry Meadows deck the Year, 
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Such Joy, tranſporting, never fails ö 
To fly away as Air; 

Another Swain with her prevails 
To be as falſe as fair : 

What can my fatal Paſſion cure? 
I'll never woo again. 

All her Diſdain I muſt endure, 
Adoring her in vain. 


SONG XVIII. | 


The DESPAIRING SHEPHERD, 


ENEATH a cooling Shade 
B Young Strephon ſought Relief : 
The Flow'rs around his Head 

Pin'd, conicious of his Grief, 
Pin'd, conſcious of his Grief. 


Fond, fooliſh Wretch, (he cry'd) 
I love, and yet deſpair; 
Purſue, tho' ſtill deny'd 
By the too cruel Fair, 
By the too cruel Fair. 


The Courtier aſks a Place: 
The Sailor tempts the Sea; 

The Miſer begs Increaſe; 
Love only governs me, 
Love only governs me. 


Not Honour, Wealth, or Fame, 
Can like ſoft Tranſports move: 
On Earth 'tis Bliſs ſupreme, 
And Heav'n is but to love, 
Aud Heav'n 1s but to love. 


13 
SONG XIX. 
The May LA PD x. 


A Choir of bright Beauties in Spring did appear 
To chaſe a May Lady to govern the Vear: 


in Green: 

The Garland was given, and Phillis was Queen: 
But Phillis refus'd it, and, ſighing, did ſay, 

Fll not wear a Garland while Pan is away, 

I'll not wear a Garland while Pan is away. 


While Pan and fair Syrinx are fled from the Shore, 
The Graces are baniſh'd, and Love is no more; 
The ſoft God of Pleaſure, that warm'd our Deſires, 
Has broken his Bow, and extinguiſh'd his Fires, 
And vows that himſelf and his Mother will mourn 


Till Pan and fair Syrinx in E riumph return, 
Till Pan, &c. 


Forbear your Addreſſes, and court us no more, 
For we will perform what the Deity {wore ; 
Bur if you dare think of deſerving our Charms, 


Then Laurels and Myrtles your Brows ſhall adorn, 
When Pan and fair Syrinx in Triumph return, 
When Pan and fair Syrinx in Triumph return. 


SON . 
FAIR CHLOE. 


O all ye young Spirits of lively Addreſs, 


Come all the ſoft Numbers that Ovid has writ, 
To ſweeten my Language, inſpire my Wit; 
For theſe are all wanting my Flame to declare, 
Since Chloe, tho? pretty, is s Witty as fair. 


Away with your Sheephooks, and take to your Arms: 


With Flat 

Shel] ſee 1 
Her Wit i: 
With a Lc 
Tis Wiſdo 
All the Nymphs were in White, and the Shepherds 
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with | 


No long 
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7 Fith Flatt'ry attempt not her Boſom to move; 
Shel] ſee thro! the Fraud, and perceive it from Love: 
Her Wit is ſo ready, her Judgment ſo clear, 

With a Look ſhe diſcovers the Falſe from fincere. 

Tis Wiſdom and Truth then my Flame muſt declare, 


nerds [ Ince Chloe, tho' pretty, is witty as fair. 


ear 


SONG XXI. 


LOVE REWARDED. 


I TH Phoebus I often aroſe 

FX To feaſt on the Charms of the Spring, 
The Fragrance to ſmell of the Roſe, 

Or liſten to hear the Birds ſing: 

When Linnets exalted their Strains, 

2 The Muſic enchanted my Ear; 

My Eyes too were bleſs'd on the Plains 
With various ſweet Blooms of the Year, 


res, 


hen Chloe ſhone ſmiling ſo gay, 

I there fix'd the Scene of Delight ; 

| My Thoughts ſhe engroſs'd all the Day; 
rms: | 7 I ſaw her in Dreams all the Night: 
$till muſing on Chloe I walk'd, ; 

. My Farveſt no more in my Thought: 6 
: Pt nothing but Chloe I talk'd ; 

Fer Smiles were the Harveſt I ſought. 


' o longer the Warblers could pleaſe; 
No longer the Roſes look'd gay; 

„ = For Muſic and Sweetneſs and Eaſe 
reſs; q Were loſt, if my Love was away : 
tun d to her Beauties my Lays; 

| 1 ſtudy'd each Art that could move: 
Me took the kind Tribute of Praiſe, 


| And paid 1 it with Fondneſs and Love. 
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SONG XXII. 
The WOouN DED MAI. 


ENT LE Love, to paint my Lover 
Let thy Pencil be thy Dart, 
Let thy Pencil be thy Dart; 
Ev'ry killing Grace diſcover 
Which is glowing in my Heart, 
Which is glowing in my Heart. 


Be his lovely Eyes defining: 


But tis fatal to approach, 
But 'tis, &c. 
Where ten thouſand Charms are ſhining : 
I, alas, have gaz'd too much, 
I, alas, &c. 


Be thy Pencil now deſcending ; 
But deſcend with tender Care, 
But deſcend, &c. 

Leſt the new-born Smiles offending, 
Which are ever ſpringing there, 
Which are, &c. 


Gently glide o'er ev'ry Feature, 
With bewitching Softneſs form'd, 
With bewitching, &c. 

In his Compoſition, Nature 
Was by Love and Bacchus warm'd, 
Was by Love, &c. 


Touch his Lips, deſign'd for br, 
Where thy own fond Mother's lies, 
Where thy, &c. 

Everlaſting Love expreſling 
From his Mouth and from his Eyes, 
From his, &c. 
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, N fow his Shape and Air ſurveying, 
ow I chide my artleſs Song! 

How I chide, &c. 

by Fondneſs am betraying, 


And have done his Beauties wrong, 
And have, &c. 
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|! how ill I am performing, 
Tho” aſſiſted by thy Dart, 

237 ho' aſſiſted by thy Dart! 

a rio's Picture is more charming, 
It has painted in my Heart, 

It has painted in my Heart. 
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SONG XXIII. 


The RACE. 


from the Luſtre of the Sun | 
To catch your flceting Shade you run, 
In vain is all your Haſte, Sir, 

In vain is all your Haſte, Sir; 

if your Feet reverſe the Race, 

> Fugitive will urge the Chace, 

Ind follow you as faſt, Sir, 

þ And follow you as faſt, Sir. 


— = Te” 3 
Fr. 


Is, if at any Time, as now, 

We ſcornful Flavia you purſue, 

I hopes to overtake her, 

I hopes, &c. 

ure you ne'er too eager be; 
Mook upon't as cold as ſhe, 

Ind ſeemingly forſake her, 

Ind ſeemingly, &c. 
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So I and Phills, tother Day, | 
Were courſing round à Cock of Hay, 
Whilſt I cou'd ne'er o'erget her, 
Whilſt I cou'd ne'er o'erget her: 

But when I found I ran in vain, 
uite tir'd, I turn'd me back again, 
And, flying from her, met her, 
And, flying from her, met her. 


SONG XXIV. 2 5 


Set by Corelli. o ſweet 


EAR Madam, old Homer, an honeft blind Bu The! 

' Has told us (and who need diſpute the Ma Yet noth 

| Word?) | | For free 
To withſtand the ſweet Sirens deluding ſoft Strain, 


But ſinc 
Or repi. 
1 As I die 
I ſubmit 
As I die 


For free 


How weak ev'ry Art was, all Efforts how vain ; ¶Tho' the 


To withſtand the ſweet Sirens deluding ſoft Strain, 
How weak ev'ry Art was, all Efforts how vain. BY Thx 


To the Charms of the Voice thoſe of Beauty were jorſMTho' you 


(How pow'rful, when ſingle! reſiſtleſs, combin'd!) All Lu 

And, living in Ocean ſome dreadful ſharp Rocks oi Vet nothi 
Whole Heaps of poor Tars were allur'd to DeftruciMrry, 

Ugh | . | you 

And, living, &c. Down 

For, ſoon as their ſweet flowing Accents were hen Your ha 

Plum againſt the rough Rocks the mad Mariners ſtee WH You ſp 


Thus, like a poor Bird, by the Charmer decoy'd, et nothi 
The Veſſel was ſplit, and the Sailors deſtroy'd, For free | 
Thus, like, &c. | For free | 


Now, Madam, believe, for tis certainly true, 
Juft, juſt ſuch a terrible Creature are you: 

You act to Perfection the Sirens fell Part: 

We are drawn by your Charms, and the Rock is) 


ONF 


| Hear t 5. Nor 
You act, &c, Nor Man 


i [ 23 ] 

But fince, cruel Fair, tis in vain to deplore, 
Or repine at what Thouſands have ſuffer'd before, 
I ſubmit ; but, oh! grant this laſt Boon to your Slave, 
As I die by your Heart, be your Boſom my Grave. 
4 J ſubmit; but, oh! grant this laſt Boon to your Slave, 
As I die by your Heart, be your Boſom my Grave. 


SONG XXV. 


= HO” form'd by the tendereſt Care of young Love, 
: A wonderful Cluſter of Charms you appear; 
So ſweet no May Morning, fo gentle no Dove, 
ind Bagh The Roſe not ſo blooming, the Lily ſo fair; 
he Mal Yet nothing ſhall make me ſubmit to your Chain, 
For free I was born, and free will remain, | 


mY 
*y 


Strain, For free I was born, and free will remain. 


un; Tho' the Di'mond was foil'd when match'd with your 
. Eyes; 

un. Tho'Ermine and Snow were diſgrac'd by your Skin; 
ere jou Tho' your Soul too was lovely, noble, and wiſe, 
DIN'd |) All Luſtre without, and all Sweetneſs within; 

ocks oi Vet nothing, &c. | 


ſtruciu Tho' your Hair, black as Jet, with beautiful Twine 
Dou your Shoulders in Ringlets wantonly flow'd ; 

e heanfſ Your hape was Perfection, your Air was divine, 

rs ſteers You ſpoke like an Angel, and mov'd like a God; 

coy'd, Vet nothing ſhall make me ſubmit to your Chain, 

d, Tor free | was born, and free will remain, 

For free I was born, and free will remain. 


SONG XXVI. 
Sung at Drury-Lane Theatre. 
ck is Y ONFIN'D to the Houſe till the Age of Fifteen, 


* Nor Man but the Clowns of our Pariſh had feen, 
Nor Man but the- Clowns of the Pariſh had ſeen; - 


le, 


An 
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An Aunt to inftru& me, a formal old Maid, 
A formal old Maid, 

And I, filly I, ſtill beliey'd all ſhe ſaid, 
And I, filly I, ſtill behiev'd all ſhe ſaid. 


My Aunt in the Grave, to the Town ftraight I flew, 
And inſtantly fond of each Pleaſure I grew ; 2 
The Sparks waited round me where-ever I went, 
And I, filly I, could not gueſs what they meant, 
And I, &c. 


They call me a Goddeſs, and, ſighing, declare 
The Toaſts of the Town are not like me ſo fair; 
They vow and declare, and my Pity invoke, 
And I, filly I, then believ'd all they ſpoke, 
And I, &c. 


They tickled my Pride, but my Heart till was free, 
Nor one of them all was a Conqueſt for me, F 
Till young Strephon advanc'd, and quickly he taught 
What I, filly I, till that Moment had ſought, 7, 
What I, &c. | 


With Breeding and Senſe his Love he declar'd, 
Not ie d the vain tops who before had appear dj: 
His Expreſſions were ſweet and ſprung from his Mind, 
And I, happy I, to my Strephon was join'd, | 
And I, happy I, to my Strephon was join'd, 
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SON G XXVII. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall, 


OUNG Daphne was the prettieſt Maid 
The Eyes of Love cou'd ſee, 
And but one Fault the Charmer had ; 
Tas Cruelty to me, 
 *T'was Cruelty to me. 
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No Swain that e'er the Nymph ador'd 
Was fonder, or was younger ; 

Yet, when her Pity I implor'd, 
Twas, ſtay a little longer, 
"T'was, &c. 

lew, 1 

It chanc'd, I met the blooming fair, 
One May Morn, in the Grove; 

When Cupid whiſper'd in my Ear, 
Now, now's the Time for Love, 
Now, &c. © 


t, 
N 


Ws 


I claſp'd the Maid; it wak'd her Pride: 

4 What! did I mean to wrong her! 

Not ſo, my gentle dear, I cry'd; 

Hut Love will ſtay no longer, | 
free, I But Love, &c. | | 


taught Then, kneeling at her Feet, I ſwore 
5 How much 1 lov'd, how well; 
: And that my Heart, which beat for her, 
lard, | With her ſhould ever dwell, 
a: 2 With her, &c. 


Conſent ſtood ſpeaking in the Eye 
; Of all my Care's Prolonger : 
Let Daphne utter'd with a Sigh, 
Oh! ſtay a little longer, 
Oh! ftay, &c. 


The Conflict in her Soul I ſaw 
"i'wixt Virtue and Defire: 

Oh! come, I cry'd, let Hymen's Law 
Give Sanction to Love's Fire, 

, Give Sanction, &c. 

No A 


Ye 


* 
N 
o 
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Ye Lovers, gueſs how great my Joys! 
Cou'd Rapture well prove ſtronger ? 
When Virtue ſpoke in Daphne's Voice, | = 
You now—ſhall ſtay no longer, | 
You now—ſhall ſtay no longer. 


SONG XXVIII. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 


9 IS a Twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps they 
are twain, | | 

Since Thyrſis neglected the Nymphs of the Plain, 
And wou'd tempt me to walk the gay Meadows along, 
To hear a ſoft Tale, or to ſing him a Song, 
To hear a ſoft Tale, or to ſing him a Song. 


Wi | What at firſt was but Friendſhip ſoon grew to a Flame; 
In my Heart it was Love, in the Youth 'twas the ſame ; 
ö / From each other our Paſſion we ſought not to hide; 

But who ſhou'd love moſt was our Conteſt and Pride, 
But who, &c. | | 


But Prudence ſoon whiſper'd us, Love not too well, 
For Envy has Eyes, and a Tongue that will tell 
« And a Flame, without Fortune's rich Gifts on its Side, 
The grave ones will ſcorn, and a Mother mutt chide, 
„The grave, &c." ; | 


Afraid of Rebukes, he his Viſits forbore, 

And we promis'd to think of each other no more, 
Or to tarry, with Patience, a Seaſon more kind: 
So I put the dear Shepherd quite out of my Mind, 
7 pat, Se. | 

But Love breaks the Fences I vainly had made, 
Grows deaf to all Cenſure, and will be repaid: | No ſoli 
If we ſigh for each other, ah! quit not your Care: No i 
Condemn the God Cupid ; but bleſs the fond Pair, p * 
Condemn the God Cupid ; but bleſs the fond Pair. 1 F 
1 SoNG il * 
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S 
5 Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 
a T OO long, a giddy wand'ring Youth, 
- From fair to fair, I rov'd: 


. 3 ae bo nant, SO er an AS * 
— 


To ev'ry Nymph I vow'd my Truth; \ 
Tho” all alike Llay'd2 . .-..-; 1 
Yet, when the Joy I wiſh'd was paſt, _ : | 

My Truth appear'd a Jeſt : | | | 
But, truſt me, I'm convinc'd at laſt is 

That Conſtancy is beſt, F 

That Conſtancy is beſt. 


Like other Fools, at female Wiles 

Twas my Delight to rail; 
Their Sighs, their Vows, their Tears, their Smiles, 

Were falſe, I thought, and frail : 
But, by Reflection's bright'ning Pow'r, 
3 I ſee their Worth confeſt; 
That Man cannot enough adore ; 
That Conſtancy is beſt, © 
That Conſtancy is beſt, 


The roving Heart at Beauty's Sight 
May glow with fond Deiire; 
Yet, tho' Poſſeſſion yield Delight, 

It damps the lawleſs Fire : 
But Love's celeſtial faithful Flames 
3 Still catch from Breaſt to Breaſt ; 
While ev'ry home-felt Joy proclaims 
That Conftancy is beſt, 
That Conſtancy is beſt. 


No ſolid Bliſs from Change reſults ; 
4 No real Raptures low ; 
But, fix'd to one, the Soul exults, 
And taſtes of Heav'n _—_ 
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TRI es ; 2 And] 
ith Love, on ev'ry gen rous Mind, 8 Th 

Is Truth's fair Form impreſt; There 


And Reaſon dictates to Mankind, Tru 
That Conſtancy is beſt, - | = | 
And v 


That ä is belt, : * 5 _ LT 


SONG XXX. I 
Say th 


Damon ard CELIA: A Dialogue. I 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 3 But, it 
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8 Damoi 

ELI A. þ 2 | Da mor 

ES, Damon, yes, I can approve, ie t. 

"ha all thy Meuit, all thy Love; | L And ne 

But, ſhipwreck'd, once, I leave the Shore, Like tl 

And truſt the f-ithleſs Seas no more, And ne 

And truſt the faithleſs Seas no more: „ 

Thy Vows are loſt, thy Tears are vain, : 
For I can never love again, 7. 


Thy Vows are loit, thy Tears are vain, | 4 
For [ can never love again. 4 


Dam ox. 


And could'ſt thou then, bewitching Maid, 1 Pray tel 
Could'ſt thou be ſlighted or betray d? f 
Or, is it but an artful Tale, nl What m 
O'er Damon's Paſſion to prevail ? 4 

O'er Damon's, &c. 

For ſurely thou wer't born to reign, 
To love, and to be lov'd again, 4 
For ſurely, &c. | The Gir 


Siri 


If Celia could once more believe, DO ö Are 8 
Damon, like Thyrſis, would deceive: 1 


And || 


And 


[ 29 ] 
And yet, methinks, it cannot be: 
There muſt be Faith and Truth in thee, 
There muit, &c. 
Truſt me, thy Celia feels thy Pain, 
And wiſhes ſhe could love again, 
= [Truſt me, &c. 


DamMoN. 


Why, then, thoſe Fears that rack thy Breaft ? 


Say that thou wilt, and I am bleſt: 


But, if my Vows ſucceſsleſs prove, 


Damon ſhall bid adieu to Love, 


Damon ſhall bid adieu to Love; 


Like thee, reſolve to quit the Plain, 


And never, never love again, 
Like thee, reſolve to quit the Plain, 


And never, never love again. 


SONG XXXI. 
An ADDRESS 10 the Lavits. 


Sung 4 Ranelagh. 


Who trip in this frolickſome Round, 


i F Fins tell me from whence this Indecency ſprings, © 


The Sexes at once to confound ? 


With each Motion deſign'd to perplex ? 


1 Bright Eyes were intended to languiſh, not ſtare, 
And Softneſs the Teſt of your Sex—dear Girls, 


And Softneſs the Teſt of your Sex. 


| The Girl who on Beauty depends for Support 


May call ev'ry Art to her Aid; 


i The Boſom diſplay d, and the Petticoat ſhort, 


Are Samples ſhe gives of her Trade : 
C'3 


2 


E Belles, and ye Flirts, and ye pert little Things, 


; What means the cock'd Hat, and the maſculine Air, 


But 


301 
But you, on whom Fortune indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom Pride has preſerwd from the Snare, 
Shou'd flily attack us, with Coyneſs and Wiles, | 
Not with open and inſolent Air—brave Girls, 
Not with, &c. | | | | 


The Venus, whoſe Statue delights all Mankind, 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the View, 

And kindly ſhou'd ſeem, by the Artiſt defign'd, 

To ſerve as a Model for you. | 1 5 

Then learn, with her Beauties, to copy her Air; 
Nor venture too much to reveal: | | 

Our Fancies will paint what you cover with Care, 
And double each Charm you conceal—ſweet Girls, 


And double, &c. 


The Bluſhes of Morn, and the Mildneſs of May, 
Are Charms which no Art can procure : 

Oh! be but yourſelves, and our Homage we'll pay, 
And your Empire is ſolid, and ſure: 

But if, Amazon-like, you attack your Gallants, 
And put us.in Fear of our Lives, 

You may do very well for Siſters or Auntsz _ 
Believe me, you'll never be Wives—poor Girls, 

Believe me, you'll never be Wives, | 


SON G XXXIIL 
The Cuo1cs. | 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 


AD I, ye Swains, the happy Pow'r 
To make the Nymph I wou'd adore, 
Her Skin ſhou'd be as Lillies fair, | 
With roſy Lips, and nut-brown Hair, 
With roſy Lips, and nut brown Hair; 
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Be void 


And vs 
And v: 
Not ſw 
Nor foi 
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But ſoft 
Diſcree 
I'd have 
That ca 
Know 2a 
Vet eve 
Vet ever 
To pref: 
And ſon 
And ſon 
And yet 
Buy Natu 


Id have 
And yet 
In Comp 
vet not a 
| Yet not, 
In privat 
And quit. 
And quit. 
Well plea 
And ſome 
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Is, 


With | 


Nor fond of giving others Pain, 
Nor fond, &c. - 

But ſoft, tho' bright, like her own Eyes; 
Diſcreetly witty, gayly wile. 

Id have her ſkill'd in ev'ry Art, 
That can engage a wand'ring Heart; 
Know all the Sciences of Love, 
Vet ever willing to improve, 

yet ever, &c. 

Jo preſs the Hand, and roll the Eye, 
And ſometimes drop an am'rous Sigh, 
And ſometimes, &e. 

And yet I'd have the Charmer be 
Buy Nature only taught, or me. 


I'd have her to ſtrict Honour ty d, 1 
And yet without one Spark of Pride; S it 
In Company well dreſt and fine, 

| Yet not ambitious to outſhine, | 
| Yet not, &c. | ON 
In private always neat and clean; Hh 
And quite a Stranger to the Spleen, 

And quite, &c. | 

Well pleas'd to grace the Park or Play, 


Lal 
With Limbs well turn'd; her Air and Mein, 
At once, both ſprightly and ſerene, 

At once, both ſprightly and ſerene ; 
Beſide all this, a nameleſs Grace 
Shou'd be diffus'd all o'er her Face. 


This for her Form: Now, for her Mind; 
I'd have it open, gen'rous, kind, 

Be void of all coquetiſh Arts, 

And vain Deſign of conq'ring Hearts, 
And vain, &c, | 

Not ſway'd by any Views of Gain, 
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And ſometimes dance the Night away. = © 
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SONG XXXII. 


Set by Mr. Worgan. Sang at Vauxhall. 


LITHE Colin's bleſt Art 
Has bewitch'd my young Heart, 


And truſt me, there's Place for none other : 


Shou'd he once ceaſe to woo, 
What muſt ſcorn'd Molly do? 


For there's not in the World ſuch another, 
For there's not in the World ſuch another. 


No Lad on the Plain 

Sure can pipe like my Swain; 
So ſweetly can carol no other: 

Oh! how oft in the Vale 

Have I heard his ſoft Tale! 
By Moon-light he'll tell me another, 
By Moon-light, &c. , | 


Wit, Beauty, and 'Truth, 
All be-deck the dear Youth : 


Perſuade me my Love not to ſmother: 


He has Riches in Store; 
Yet he courts me, tho' poor: 
He ſwears that he doats on no other, 


He ſwears, ccc. 


Shou'd he chance to proclaim 
To the Shepherds his Flame, 


They'll envy, and make a great Pother: 


Let the Nymphs praiſe, or rail, 
All their Malice will fail; | 
In ſpite, I will think of no other, 
In ſpite, c. gn 
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1 
To the Church on the Brow 
Once he pointed, I vow; - 
With Kiſſes me almoſt did fmother: : 
Not a Word cou'd I ſay; 

But I long for the Day: | 
He'll marry me one Time or other, 
He'll marry me one Time or other. 


SONG XXXIV: 


The VINDICATION, 2775 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 


1 HE wicked Wits, as Fancy hits, 
L All ſatyrize the fair; 

In Proſe and Rhyme, in Strains ſublime, 
| Their Foibles they declare : 

The kind are bold, the chaſte are cold; 
} Theſe prudiſh, thoſe too free : 

Ve curious Men, come, tell us then, 
What ſhould a Woman be? 

What ſhould a Woman be ? 


But hard's the Taſk, and vain to aſk, 
Where Optics are untrue ; 

The Muſe ſhall here th' indicted hike 
And prove the Crimes on you : 
The Rake is cloy'd, when ſhe's enjoy'd, 
On whom his Wiſh was plac'd ; 
The Fool, deny'd, affects the Pride, 
| And rails, to be in Taſte, 
E And rails, &c. 


] But, not like theſe, the Men of Bliſs 

Their ſure Criterion fix: 

No: Wiſdom cries, My Sons, ariſe, 
And vindicate the Sex : | = 
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"Tis theirs to prove thoſe Sweets of Love 
Which others never ſhare:; | | 

And evidence, that none have Senſe 

But who adore the fair, | 

But who, &c. 


Ye blooming Race, with ev'ry Grace 

Celeſtially impreſt, | * 
"Tis yours to quell the Cares that dwell _ 

Within the human Breaſt : | 
At Beauty's Voice our Souls rejoice, 

And Rapture wakes to Birth; _ 
Jove deſign'd th' enchanting Kind 
To form an Heay'n on Earth, 

To form, &c. 


Oh! ev'ry Art, to win the Heart, 
Ye dear Inſpirers, try ; 
Each native Charm with Faſhion arm, 
And let Love's Lightning fly: 
And hence, ye grave, your Counſels ſave, 
Which Youth but ſets at nought ; 


For Woman ſtill will have her Will, 


And ſo I think ſhe ought, 
And fo I think ſhe ought. 


SONG XXXV. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall, 


Am a young Virgin, that oft have been told, 
[ I ſhould try to get marry'd before l'm too old: 
took the Advice, and got one in my Eye, 
Whom if I can't have, I'm afraid I ſhall die, 
Whom if I can't have, I'm afraid I ſhall die. 


Young Thyrſis is witty, well featuy'd, and tall, 
His Fellow-Swains on that he out-does em all: 


When f 
1 thoug} 


7 1 thougl 


I throu 
Or over 


And ſee 


I trembl 
1 trembl 


| 1 When h 


I fly tot 


0 Thyr 


7 Td liften 
Id liſten 


7 Laſt Sat 


2 I caught 
That Ie 
And fer. 


And fer 


Come, 1 


Who, wi 


To all en 


And if 1 
And if I 


Sat 
, V OL 
7 1 


When 


Fach Mc 
Each! 


OY 
e 


When firſt I beheld him, I cannot tell why, 
I thought, &c. 

I through the Receſſes of yon ſilent Grove,” 
I tremble all o'er, and am ready to die, 

I tremble all o'er, &c. 


When he plays on his Pipe to the Lambkins around, j ; 
I fly to the Place where | hear the bleſt Sound; "| 


| Laſt Saturday Eve (I remember the Day) 
Il I caught him ſaluting Clarmda the gay: 


And fervently pray'd that my Rival might die, 
And fervently pray'd, &c. _  *, 

Come, Hymen, and lend a young Virgin y our Aid, 
Who, without your Aſſiſtance, mult die an old Maid; 


To all my fond Wiſhes make Thyrſis comply, 1 
And if I don't have him, I wiſh I may die, BY 


1 V O UN Colin ſought my Heart to gain; 
9 Each Morn he woo'd me on the Plain, 


[85] 


I thought I was going that Moment to die, 


Or over the Meadows, I happen to rove, 
And ſee my dear Shepherd at Diſtance paſs by, 


O Thyrſis! ſweet Youth! to myſelf then I cry, 
I'd liſten to thee, were I going to die, : 
I'd liſten to thee, &c. 


That I envy'd each Kiſs, 1 will never deny, 


And if I don't have him, I wiſh I may die. - BY 


SONG XXXVI. 
Sat by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 


The Shepherd, loſt in Love, > 


** 


vet 


Each Noon within the Gröve; 


11 


4 blam 4 


vet my Denial ſtill was this, I blam' 
Pſhaw ! Man, I can't endure you; cs To 1 

And if he offer'd but to kiſs, 1 O9h: By my 
Such Rudeneſs — I'll aſſure you, I'll aſſure you, F To p 
Such Rudeneſs !/—T'll aſſure vn, ff ne 3 We inſt. 

| | j He rc 

For twenty Youths (not he alone) n And, tru 

The am'rous Flame confeſt; i 

And, had I once been kind to one, wil 
I'm ſure I'd loft the reſt: 

Beſide, he us'd no pretty Arts, 

But ſagely wou'd allure me; 

While others talk'd of Flames and Darts; ; Se 
*T'was pretty I'll aſſure Ve, OL 
"T'was pretty, &c. H. 

He want 

My Face, my F orm, were prais'd aloud; The Det 
My Wit new' Conqueſts fir'd ; | The Det 

And 'twas enough to make one proud, : 

To be ſo much admir'd: His Plea 

At length, Reflection ſhew'd the Fate le pipes 
Such Flatt'ry might procure me, I bid him 

And Virtue warn'd to ſhun the Bait, The Deu 
Nor vainly—T'll aſſure ye, The Deu 
— os | He often 

I bid the fighing Train depart ; Ying 

This Maxim pleas'd to prove, What Me 

That Flatt'ry fills the ſenſual Heart, - What Mo 
But Truth the Heart of Love: [7 5 

Young Colin, wont in vain to plead, This Brea 
Of Vanity to cure me, And ſoftly 

Now woo'd again; and now indeed Such Trif 
I lov'd him — I'll aflure ye, | : I ſure deſe 

I lov'd him, &c. ke | I ſure, &c 


u, 


lam d 


371] 
I blam'd myſelf, Tuch Scorn to bear 
To Merit, now ſo clear: 

By my Example, learn, ye fair, 

T o prize the Youth ſincere: 

Me inſtant join'd the nuptial Tie; 
He raptur'd to inſure me; 


And, truſt me, Damſels, when you try, 


2 


1 "Twill charm you'll aſſure ye, 
will charm you—T!l aſſure ye. a 


SONG XXXVII. 
1 Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 


OUNG Colin proteſts I'm his Joy and Delight, 
He's ever unhappy when I'm from his Sight; 
He wants to be with me, where- ever I go; ä 
The Deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 
The Deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo. 


[ His Pleaſure all Day 1s to fit by my Side; 

4 He pipes and he ſings, tho' I frown and I chide: 

1 I bid him depart; but he, ſmiling, ſays, no; 

| The Deuce ſure is in him for A me ſo, | 
The Deuce, &c. RY 


7 
He often requeſts me his Flame to relieve ; 
a I aſſ him, what Favour he hopes to receive? 


| His Anſwer's a Sigh, while in Bluſhes I glow: 


What Mortal beſide him wou'd plague a Maid ſo? 
What Mortal, &c. 


And ſoftly intreated I'd wear for his Sake. 
Such Trifles tis eaſy enough to beſtow; ; 
I ſure deſerve more for his plaguing me ſo, 
f 

q | fure, &c. 


{ This Breaſt-knot he yeſterday brought from the Wake, : 


— — 4 — 
2 2 2 = 


2 — * - — » 
c 


a 
He hands me each Eve from the Cot to the Plain, 


And meets me each Morn to conduct me again; 
But what's his Intention I wiſh T could know, 


For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him ſo, 


For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him ſo. 


sONG XxxVIII. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 


N Shepherd was like Strephon gay, 
| No Swain to me ſo dear; 
T'was Rapture all the live-long Day 
His Song, his Pipe, to hear, 
His Song, his Pipe, to hear: 
Vet when he ſigh'd, and talk'd of Love, 
His Paſſion I'd forbid; 3X 
For what I felt to hide I ſtrove ; 
Upon my Word I did, 
Upon my Word I did, 


The Spring, when Nature wakes to Youth, 
And all looks Life and Joy, 

The Summer's Sun, ſaw Strephon's 'Truth, 
Saw Chloe ſtill was coy, 


Saw Chloe, e. | 
At length he vow'd, thou cruel fair, 


Diſdain my Heart has freed: 
He ſpoke, and left me in Deſpair; 

Upon my Word he did, 

Upon, &c. 


How ſad, how penitent was If 
My Pride had caus'd my Pain: 
From Morn to Eve I us'd to figh, 
Oh! Strephon, come again! 
Oh! Strephon, &c. 


BE, 

Ir 

5 
When 
. 3 


It chan 


That 


1951 


It chanc'd, he ſought a tender Lamb, 
That in the Grove lay hid; 


| | When, thoughtleſs, there I breath'd his Name; 


Upon my Word I did, 
Upon, &c. 


: | Surpris'd, my well-known Voice to hear, 
In Sounds of ſoft Delight, 


With eager Steps the Youth drew near, 


And met my raptur'd Sight, 
And met, &c. 


| N No Pow'r had I, all Art Was vain, 


Of Strephon to get rid; 


| ; My panting Heart confeſs d the Swain; 


: 
REY 
* 
K 
} 
J 


Upon my Word it did, 
Upon, &c. 


| ; O Nymph, he ery 'd, whoſe Eyes to meet, 


My Soul with Joy o'erflows! : 
br Bee, that roves from Sweet to Sweet, 
> Like me, prefers the Roſe, 
Like me, &c. | 
ve Maids, with whom I've tripp'd the . 
Let other Vouths ſucceed; 
My Chloe welcom'd me again; 
Upon my Word ſhe did, 
. 


oo OT 


While Bluſhes crimfon'd o'er my Cheek, 


- My Hand with Warmth be preſt; 
Oh! ſpeak, he ſigh'd, my Chloe, ſpeak, 
Shall Strephon now be bleſt? 
Ah! who that lov'd ſo well, ſo long, 
The Shepherd cou'd have chid? 
Perhaps you think I held my Tongue; 
Upon my Word I did, 

Upon my Word I did. 


— __ vp 3 2 
2 2 — 
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[ 40 ] | 
$ON G XXXIK. * In Searct 


HEN the Nymphs were contending for 55 re by 


Beauty and Fame, 
Bright Sylvia ſtood foremoſt in Right of her Claim; 
And to crown the high Tranſports dear Conqueſt Þ 


excites, I why he 

At Court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's, | Shou'd a 
At Court the was envy'd, and toaſted at White's, 75 ** a 
| e Wor 


But how ſhall I whiſper this fair one's ſad Caſe? 
A cruel Diſeaſe has deſtroy'd her ſweet Face; 
Her Vermilion is chang'd to a dull ſettled Red, 
And all the gay Graces of Beauty are fled, 


7 
The Wor 


3 
25 
N 
7 5 
3 
E 


And all, &c. 1 
q You are x 
Take heed, all ye fair, leſt you triumph in vain; She'll jud 
For Sylvia, tho' alter'd from pretty to plain, No Harm 
Is now more engaging, fince Reaion took Place, No Farm 
Than when ſhe poſlels'd the Perfections of Face, 5 1 
Than when, &c. | 
Convinc'd, ſhe no more can coquet it, and tee N o, no, 1 
Inſtead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe; FKneel, ly 


Makes Truth and Ducretion the Guide of her Life; : Before II. 


"| Tho' ſpoil'd for a Toaſt, ſhe's well-form'd for a Wife, [ry die firt 

4 Tho — for a Toaſt, ſhe's wel- form'd for a Wife. II die, & 
8 0 N G XL. ; 

| | | why, Phe 

CORYDON and PHOEBE: A Dialogue. I meant b 

1 * But, ſince 

Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. And find « 

CorRyYDoxN. And _ 


We met, deareſt Phœbe: ah ! why in ſuchſ ! 
Haſte? | ] 


un Woods and the Meadows all Day have I trac'd N kbar 8 
| | In i Venturi 


| [4] 


In Search of my fair one: Then nothing remains, 0 

b But ſhe to reward me for all my paſt Pains, ; 

for Þ But ſhe to reward me for all my paſt Pains. ; 

1 P H OR EE. | 
jueſt 


4 o 
: 
; 
| 
3 
1 
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* 
11 
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1 
We; 
3 
K 
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Why! how now, bold Corydon! what * you mean? 
7 Shou'd a Damſel, like me, juſt turn'd of Nineteen, 
Be ſeen all e with a Man, I'm afraid 

The World wou'd ſoon think me no longer a Maid, 

s The World, &c. | 


Cor DR. 


T7 et em think as they pleaſe, "twill prove all a Lye; 

Vou are not alone, for chaſte Cynthia is by; 

Shell judge of our Actions: Then drive away Fear; 
No Harm is intended to Phcebe I ſwear, | 1 

No 5 155 


9 


; PH OE. : n 
„ No, no, ſubtle Swain, you may ſay what you will, pl 
7 Kneel, lye, ſwear, and flatter, and try all your Skill; j 


; | Before I'll be cozen'd, I'd have you to know, q 
I II die firſt a Virgin; ſo pray let me ga,  _ 
f II die, &c. VE 5 : 
| 125 | Conrpon.: Is 
_ Pheebe, ſuch Thoughts I ne'er had in my Head ; 
I meant but to know if to-morrow you'd wed; 
But, ſince you won't hear me, I'll bid you adieu, 
And find out ſome other that's kinder than you, | 
And find, Ke. 


b ſuch ; | P R OE B E, 


| Y Return, gentle. Shepherd, a few Moments ſlay ; ; 
d, if you mean as you ſay ; 


" 
* : 


* 


ac'd, Þ 
Io II venture to yig 


Let 


[ 42 ] 


Let to-morrow then come, at the Church you ſhall 


E 


find, | Did ſoon 

That ſhe you think cruel yet ſtill may be kind, To ma 
'That ſhe, &c. But now 
| Both. | Nor heed 

2 TI wou' 


O Phcebus! vouchſafe to accept of our Boon; | 
Make haſte to expel the pale glimmering Moon; When kr 
And when thy bright Face ſhall appear in the Sky, fee n 


With Rapture we'll haſten the dear nuptial Tye, es * 
With Rapture we Il haſten the dear nuptial Tye. „ . 
SONG XII. Or elſe it 

| To give 

On the Marriage A. And TI 


r Fool that is wealthy is ſure of a Bride; I My faithi 

For Riches, like Fig-leaves, their Nakedneſ Will neve 
hide: | 83 Ahl w 

The Slave that is poor muſt ſtarve all his Life, | 

In a Batchelor's Bed, without Miſtreſs or Wife. Not now 


| Pry His ſoc 
In 5 Days of yore, they ne er troubled their Head 
In fettling of Jointures, or making of Deeds; 5 „ 
But Adam and Eve, when they firſt enter d Courſe, Miſtake 1 


Een took one another, for better, for worſe. The Swai 


Then prythee, dear Chloe, ne'er aim to be great; | Not fo! 
Let Love be thy Jointure ; ne'er mind an Eſtate: For fhinin 
You can never be poor, who have all thoſe Charms; He's boug 
And I ſhall be rich, when I've you in my Arms, I wou' 


F 


„ SANS AHL. iu. Then, all 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Cung at Vauxhall. His wil 
LL on the pleaſant Banks of Tweed Ele you, 
Voung Jockey won my Heart; Like m 

one tun d ſo ſweet his oaten Reed; I] éBut Peace 


. None ſung with ſo much ArTrt: Nor breal 


His | 


f 1431 
u ſnall His kilful Tale 8 
| Did ſoon prevail | 

To make me fondly love him ; 
But now he hies, | 

Nor heeds my Cries: | 

I wou'd I ne'er had ſeen him. 


K When firſt we met, the bonny Swain 
» of nought but Love cou'd ſay : 


4 | On! give, he cry'd, my Heart again; 


> You've ſtole my Heart away; 
Or elſe incline N | 

To give me thine, 

And T'll together join em: 
edneßl Will never part: 

Ahl why did I believe him? 


Not now my lighted Face he knows, 
Teads His ſoon for gotten dear 3 

To wealthier Laſs, o erj oy d, he goes, 
rf. | To breathe his Falſehood there: 

© Þ Miſtaken Kate, hs 

The Swain a Cheat; | 

it; | Not for a Moment truſt him: 
: For fhining Gold 
ums; He's bought and ſold : 
. ; I wou 1 had not ſeen him. 


1 


Then, all ye Maidens, fly the Swain. 


His wily Stories ſnun; 


| Elſe you, like me, muſt ſoon complain; 


Like me muſt be undone : 
But Peace, my Breaſt, - 
Nor break thy Reſt; 


His 
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[44 ] 

T'll try clean to forget him: 3 

I ſoon ſhall ſee | In whoſe 

As good as he: „ 
I with I ne'er had ſeen him. Ibis, this 

his, this 


SONG XIIII. 


INCE Wedlock's in Vogue, and ſtale Virgil 
deſpis'd, 
To all Batchelors, greeting, theſe Lines are premis'd: 


I'm a Maid that would marry - ah! could I but fnd þ N all 
(I care not for Fortune): a Man to my Mind, 4 J love 
(I care not for Fortune) a Man to my M ind. 1 17. | 
Not the fair-weather'd Fop, fond of Faſhion and Dreſs; I In Cupid's 


Not the Squire, who can reliſh no Joys but the Chaſe; 1 languiſh 
Not the free- thinking Rake, whom no Morals can bind; : The! 
Neither this, that, nor t'other's the Man to my Mind, ; Ii 


Neither this, Kc. 


Not the ruby- fac'd Sot, who * World without End; 18 
Nor the Drone, who can't reliſh his Bottle and Friend; 8 
Nor the Fool, that's too fond; nor the Churl, that's L "Ons; 
unkind ; & vow'd nc 

Neither this, that, nor t other s the Man to my Mind, But ſoon 1 
Neither this, &c. | N And 


Not the rich, 1 full Bags, without Breeding or Merit; ; And 1 
Nor the F laſh, that's all Fury, without any Spirit; 

Nor the fine Maſter Fribble, the Scorn of Mankind; With Treſ 
Neither this, that, nor t other's s the Man to my Mind, N oung Jen 


Neither this, &c. That 
| Ms 

But the Youth, whom good Senſe and good Natur Then Cup 

inſpire; And caugh 

Whom the / brave muſt eſteem, and the fair ſhould Of fit 

admire; Of lit 


In 


— 
8 
1 
004 

þ . Þ 
8 + I 
7. 
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150: | 
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188 
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Teſs; 


haſe; | 


bind; 
Mind, 


End; 


zend ; 


that's 
Mind, 


nould 


oung Jenny did my Soul ſubdue, 


$ 
It 

hes 4 

50 


; In whoſe Heart Love and Truth are with Honour 


; conjoin'd ; 
By 


This, this, and no other's the Man to my Mind, 
1 This, this, and no other's the Man to = Mind. 


£688 XLIV. 
The RoveR. 


N all the Sex ſome Charms I find; 
I love to try all Woman:kind, 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty, 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty. 

Un Cupid's Fetters, moſt ſevere, 

1 languiſh'd out a long, long Year, 

5 The Slave of wanton Kitty, 

g The Slave of wanton Kitty. 


Lat length I broke the galling Chain, 
And ſwore that Love was endleſs Pain, 
One conſtant Scene of Folly, 

One conſtant, &c. 
vow'd no more to wear the Yoke; 
But ſoon I felt a ſecond Stroke, 
And figh'd for blue-ey'd Molly, 
And ſigh'd, &c. 


With Treſſes next of flaxen Hue, 


That lives in 2 Valley, 
That lives, 
hen Cupid * the Snare, 
and caught me in the curling Hair 
Of little tempting Sally, 
Of little, &c. 


4 * ray - 1. ** * a 
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461 1 
Adorn'd with Charms, tho'-blithe and young, When 


My roving Heart from Bondage ſprung 


This Heart of yielding Mettle, You fo 
This Heart of yielding Mettle ; You fc 
And now it wanders here and there, . 
By Turns the Prize of brown and fair, Je. Believe 
But never more will fettle, 
+ But never more will ſettle. For Ly 
| From 
SONG XLV. Mom a 
A Dialogue. Nor on 
20 \ 5 7 HEN Jockey was bleſt with your Lo 
and E. Trath, ; .. 7 5 He 
Not on Tweed p pleaſant Banks dwelt 0 blub ug 5 
ſome a Youth ; {7 
With Jenny I ſported it all the Day long, Nat 
And her Name was the Burden and Joy of my Song Nor wk 
And her Name was the Burden and Joy of my Song 3 
She. E'er Jockey had ceas'd all his Kindneſs for me, | 
There liv'd in the Vale not ſo happy a She; Ve. For Kin 
Such Pleaſures with Jockey his Jenny had know. No She 
That the ſcorn'd, in a Cot, the fine Folks of tha. We'll 1 
| Town, And no! 
That ſhe ſcorn'd, &c. We'll lo 
5 And no 
He. Ah! Jockey, what Fear now poſſeſſes thy Mind) 
That Jenny, ſo conſtant, to Willy's been kind, 
When, dancing ſo gay with the N dy on thi 
ais, 1 
She yielded her Hand and her Heart to th 4 P a 
_ Swain? A 
She yielded, &c. 85 
Hark, t! 


She. You falſly upbraid; but, 8 the D OY 
With Lucy you toy'd it I the new -A 
_ Who 


147 J 

When Nope with your Lucy, the Shepherds have 
ald, 

You forgot all the Vows that to Jenny were made. 

You forgot, &cc. 


i 
| 


thee, 
For Lucy the wanton's a Maid ſtill for me; 
From a Laſs that's ſo true your fond Jockey ne'er 
1 
Nor once could forſake the kind Jenny he lov'd, 
Nor once, &c. 


Lon 1 . My Heart for youn > Willyn ne'er panted and ſigh d, 
vin For you of that Heart was the Joy and the Pride; 


f true, 
Nor love, my dear Jockey, a Shepherd * you, 


Song Nor love, &c. 


Song 
DUET. 


2 For Kindneſs, no Youth can with Jockey: compare. 
e. No Shepherd e'er met with ſo faithful a fair. 
th. We'll love then, and live from fierce Jealouſy free, 
And none on the Plains ſhall be happy as we, 
We'll love then, and live from fierce Jealouſy free, 
And none on the Plains ſhall be happy as we. 


me, 
3 

NOVI 
of tht 


Mind, N 
nd, 


on thi | £0 NG. -XEVI 


4 Paſtoral Dialogue. Sung at Vauxhall. 
AS TE, haſte, Phillis, haſte, tis the firſt 
of the May, 


Hark, the Goldfinches ſing, to the Wood let's 
away; 


to tl 


1 Fe. Believe not, ſweet Jenny, my Heart a Sap | 


While Tweed's Waters glide ſhall your Jenny be 


| well- 2 
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[ 48 ] - 
We'll pluck the pale Primroſe ; -nay, ſtart not Ane 


my dear, 

I've ſomething to whiſper alone 1 in your Ear, Let 
I've ſomething to whiſper alone in-your Ear. Let 
HShe. Excuſe me, fond Swain, it has often been ſaid, | He. Beli 
The Wood is unſafe for a Maiden to tread; | I ll 
And a wither'd old Gypſey one Day 1 eſpy d. Will 
Bid me ſhun the thick Wood, and ſaid ſom And 

| thing beſide, And 
Bid me ſhun, &c. 5 1 The 
Be. Tis all a mere Fable; there's nothing to fright 1 f 
There's Muſic all Day, and no Spectres at Night With 
No Creature but Cupid, believe me, is there, With 

And Cupid's an Urchin you ſurely can t . 

And Cupid, &c. Both. Ve 


Pill 
She. For all I could ſay, when arriv'd at the Wood, Ee 
Who knows your 89 8 ? you may dare to YeiSy 


0 rude : 
£o I bid you farewell, and confeſs I'm afraid, You n 
- Left Cupid and you be too o hard for a Maid, ES” 
Leit Cupid, &c. You n 
He. His DiQates you wiſely at once \ nad approve 
For, pray what is Life? it is Pain without Lo 
Think how Youth, like the Roſe, tho' ung 
.--.,. _ ther'd, will fade, 11 
Then quickly comply, leſt you die an Old Ma 7 my 
Then quickly, Ke. 2 Votes 
She By bende as arifal young Dapliies was won 1 
Thus courted, ſhe yielded, was tr ck” d, and And a bo 


dune 


1 5 
* * * 0 
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fraid, 
aid, 
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o' ung 
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as won 


Al 


[49]. 


And, rather than truſt the fre Things 5 you bee 


fſaid, 
Let my Beauty dreny and rn die a an old Maid, © 
Let my Beauty, e. 


He. Beliges not I'm faithleſs and falſe as ths Wind; 
I'll 'be true as the Turtle, as fond, and as kind; 
Will lead you to Pleaſure untaſted before, 

And make you a Bride; can a Mortal do more? 
And make you, &c. : 


To-morrow to Church with my Shepherd I'll go; 
To the Wood next, the Cupid ſo talk d of be there, 
With Joy V'1l away, and adieu to all N 

With Joy, &c. 


Both. Ve Nymplis, to the Woods never venture to go; 


ſwer, no, no: 
Ye-Swains, fhoukd your fair ones be ea? 14 
ſtil 
Vou muſt wear the ſoft Chain; cen they 1 80 
5 Where you will, 
You muſt wear the ſoft Chain ; then e 8. 
Where you will. | 


oy 0 N G. xrvti, 
Sung at Vauxhall. Is 
LL ſing of my Lover all Night and all D Day; 


8 * 


And a bonny young Lad is my Jocke . 
e, . young Lad is m cke 


85). Then at once ll comply, for I cannot ſay no: 


| Til the Prieft joins your Hands, you muſt an- 44 
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He's ever good-natur'd, and frolick and ga; bt 
Wis Voice is as ſweet as the Nightingale's Lay, 
nd welF on his Bagpipe my — can and 5 5 
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[ 50. ] 
He ſays, that he loves me, Im witty, and fair, 
And praiſes my Eyes, my Lips, and my Hair; 
rg Vi'let, nor Lilly, with me can compare: 
If this be to flatter, 'tis pretty, I Fer 6:6 

And a bonny, &c. | 


He kneel'd at my Feet, and, with many a Sigh, 
He cry'd, oh! my dear, will you never com ly ? 
If you mean to deſtroy me, why do it; III die: 
I trembled all over, and anſwer d, not T; 

And a bonny, &c. 


Around the tall May-pole he dances ſo neat, 

And Sonnets of Love the dear Boy can repeat; 

He's conſtant, he's valiant, he's wiſe, an diſcreet, 

His Looks are ſo kind, and his Kiſſes ſo 1 8 
And a bonny, &c. 


At Eve, when the Sun ſceks Repoſe in the Weſt, 
9 bo And. May 8 tuneful Choiriſts all kim to their Neſt; 
When I meet on the Green the dear Boy I love beſt 
My Heart is juſt ready to burſt from my Breaſt; 
bo And a Bonny, &c. 


„ But 2 how the Meadows are moiſten 4 with Dew ; 
Come, come, my dear Shepherd, I wait but for you; 
= Well live for each other, both conſtant and true, 
And taſte the ſoft Raptures no mortal e er knew ; 
And a bonny young Lad is my Jockey, 
And a DMT YOU” Lad is * „ 


8 ON G XVII. 
R CHARMING Bzs5Y. 
* Set by My. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh, 


8818 me, all ye tuneful nine, 
With: 8 ſoft and witty: 


Let othe 


To Beſl 
Then 
To Beſſ 
Then 
Catch, 


= And, as 


Attend, 


T 
My I 


Who 
And pro 
Repoit 
And pro 
Such ha 
And let. 


$3 y 
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The Cowlip too mall q uit the Mead, ah os: 


When Ev' TIM a 00 the sue, "SPN 3 


L 51 T | 
To Beſſy I inſctibe the Lines 2 W Leit 
Then raiſe my humble Ditty: HE vat 
To Beſſy I inſeribe the Line, 


Then raiſe my humble Ditty. - ola 71 


Catch, catch, ye Groves, the am tous page 17 
And, as ye waft the Sound along, prof 
Attend, ye liſt ning ſylran Tbrong, du Zi 


To Hep my charming Belly. 43, vival mort 4 


vely charming Beſſy. CASE! 1; [2.4 luci 


Let others ſing the cruel fair, 


Who glories in undoing, g, 
And proudly bids the Wretch in, 

Rejoici 45, his Ruin, | 
And proudly | | ; 
Such haugh „Pian Idetetſ ;, 
And let me ſcorn them, while 1 reſt : hb 
Upon thy gently-ſwelling Breaſt, Jule 

My lovely — e L 3h 

My lovely, &c. : * = 1 is Wie ob: 


The Roſe I'll pluck, to deck her Had, 


y 


The Vi'let, ad the Panſy; ar 7 0 5 55 
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To aid my am'rous Fancy ; © 
The Cowllip, &c. _ 
Ye fragrant Siſters of the Spring, i 
Who Red your Sweets on Zephyr's Wing,” 
Around my fair your Odours ren of fit 109679 $1501 7 
Around my charming Belly, * uin 80 9 924 75 
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1421 
Methinks I ſee before my Eyes AGF 6 70 * 
Thy well-known Form returning, | 
Methinks I ſee before my R yes T oft; 
Thy well-known Form retur P12 
On Hilkor Dale, by Wood or Stream, : 
Thou art alone my eonflane Theme, 
My waking Wiſh, my morning W ts of 
Thou lovely charming 25. fa iT C60 
BS c 


Thou lovely charming 


Oo v XLIS. 


Mr YRT I LES; w 
Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at Analg, 


E chearful Vine have ye ſeen WJ Thy 
My fair Myrtilla paſs the Green, P Oh ö 
To Roſe or jeſs mine Bo] r. Nor th 
To Roſe or Jeſs mine Bow'r? : | _ | 
Where does ſhe ſeek the Woodbine Shade AR 1 No 1 
For ſure ye know the blooming Maid, — = T% 
— 4 Sweet as the May-born Flower, TAY 4 The 
= Sweet as the Nah- be FIow'r. _ r - 
| | 52 Still bli 
Her Cheeks are like the maiden Role | No ſ 
Join'd with the Lilly as it grows. And he 
Where each in Sweetneſs vi˖g 7 A go 
Where each in Sweetneſs vis: bine 1 A gc 
Like Dew- drops glitt'ring in the Morn, | Nor tru 
When Phcebus gilds the flow'ring * Proc 
Health ſparkles im her Eye... [% lis ou. 
— ſparkles 1 in her * LEST SB 3 1 7 
is 
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an is like the Linnet's Lay, FR. % nt 


That — chearful on the Toma” 


To hail the vernal Beemm to 


To hail the vernal Beam: ' 1 44 
Her Heart is blither than her dong: e e 


Her Paſſions gently move along, ont nog 


Like the ſmooth-gliding — + b 
Like the W Süding se ; 
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The AD Vf. | 1010 
84 22 11 of 


Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at Kg © 


E N ymphs, who to the Throne of Love 

With. Hearts ſubmiſſive bow; 

Who hape the mutual Blits to prove. 
That erowns the nuptial Vow, „ 
That crowns the nuptial Vow .: 2 

Thro' Caution's Glaſs, by Reaſon but, 


Oh ! view your Lovers clearly, zz. Sith” 


Nor think to wed, till that preſemt = 2246 04 
The Man that loves you dear; 


Nor think to wed, till that preſent | 
The Man that loves you dearly, r 
The Man that loves you dearly. 


Still blind to Wiſdom's Ray, the Rake 
No ſocial Bliſs allows; ; 
And he who long has rov'd, —_ make 
A good - for- nothing __ 1 
A good for- nothing | 
Nor truſt the F OP, tho? en Sighs 
Proclaim you've touch'd him clearly; 
His own ſweet Charms too much he'll prize, | 


Nor can he love you feavly'y* 40 1455 


His own, &C, 1 an 0-8 


re 


[54] 

But when, with ev'ry manty Grace, 
A Youth, of Soul reſin d. 
Who, doating on your Form and Face, 
Thinks brighter ſtill your Mind. 

Thinks brighter ſtill your Mind: 
When ſuch ſhall for the Favdur ſue,” ' © 

Oh! yield your Hand'fineerely,” © 

And you'll love him, and he'll love you, © 

To Life's laft Moment, dearly ; 
And you'll love him, and he'll love you, 

To Life's laſt Moment, dearly, 

To Life's laſt Moment, dearly. 


The Queen OT May.” | 
Ses by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh. 
VIER Nymph and Shepherd, bring 
Tributes to the Queen of May; '' 
Rifle for her Brows the Springn gg 
Make her as the Seaſon gay, 
Make her as the Seaſon gay; : 
Teach her then, from ev'ry Flow'r, 
How to uſe the fleeting Hour; 
Teach her then, from ev'ry Flow'r, 
How to uſe the fleeting Hour, 
How-to uſe the fleeting Hour. 


Now the fair Narciſſus blows. 
With his Sweetneſs now delights: 

By his Side, the maiden Roſe 
With her artleſs Bluſh invites, 
With her, &c. 7 | 

Such, ſo fragrant and ſo gay, 

Is the blooming Queeen of May ; 

Such, ſo fragrant, &c. 


n 4 


Who 2 8 Love and Truth; 
Bleſs, then, quic oy bleſs the Youth, 


By the weſtern Gale, that blows Lok 


55] 
Soon the fair Narciſſus dies 
Soon he droops his languid Head Z 
From the Roſe her Purple flies, . 
None inviting to her Bed, 
None, &c. 
Such, tho? now ſo ſweet and gay, 
Soon ſhall be the Queen of 1 
Such, tho' now, &c. 


Tho' thou art a rural Gun 

By the Suffrage of the Swains, 
Beauty, like the vernal Green, 

In thy Shrine not long remains, 

In thy Shrine not long remains: 
Bleſs, then, quickly bleß the Youth, 


Who Waren thy Love and Truth, 
Who N er thy Love and Truth. 


3 
AMA pA. i 
Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranclagh 


Y the dew-beſprinkled Roſe; 
By the Blackbird, piping clear; 


Fragrance on the vernal Year ; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
Nor let him longer figh in vain; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
Nor let him longer ſigh in vain. 


By the Cowſlip, clad in Gold; 
By the ſilver Lilly's Light; | 
By thoſe Meads, where you behold - 
2 rob'd in wor and white; 
0 4 


[ 56 ] 


Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 


And to his Sighs, oh! ſigh again; p;il. 

Hear, &c. | aa | 

By the Riv'let's rambling Race; G 
Both. 


By the Muſic that it makes; 
By bright Sol's inverted Face, 
Who for the Stream his Sky forſakes ; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
And into Joy convert his Pain; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
And into Joy convert his Pain. 


SONG III 
PHILANDER ad SYLVIA: 4 Paſtoral Dialogue. 
Set by Me. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh. 


Pail. (Nj FILE Blolowndeck each verdant Spray 3 

And Flora breathes the Sweets of May, Shall! 

III leave my Flock to frolick fre, hen 

And tune my Pipe alone for thee, A Wien b 

And tune my Pipe alone for they. an 

Sylvia. What if thy Flock ſhou'd leave the Plain, And ne 
While Tray is fleeping by my Swain? A 1h 

Would'ſt thou not think the Minutes dear, 3 If I 2 

And rail at me that kept thee here ? I ou! 

. Ns 0G | 5 | of ſac 

Phil. Firſt ſhall the Lark forget his Note, Your ( 

The Linnet ſtop his liquid Throat. = But ſee 

Sylvia. So oft you game, ſome Shepherds fay, . »|Þ Nor ye 

And only jeſt, when ye betray, - For on 

And only, &c. FHP 4 th 4 No D: 

Deck but your Song with Truth alone, But ye 

My Virgin Heart ſhall be your Wm. And if 

d : = 0] | Phil. Such a 


571 | 
Phil. The Turtle ſhall forſake ww Tow. 71557 {52 
F'er I to thee inconſtant prove, M9 nv] 
| Fer I, &C. 24 | | 


Both. When Beauty opens all her Charms, 
And Honour flies to Beauty's Arms, . 
Sweet Peace and Love take up their Crown, 
And Virtue then aſcends her Throne, 
And Virtue then aſcends her Throne. 


$ONG_. LV. 
The CounTrY WEDDING. 


Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh. 


ELL met, pretty Nymph, ſays a jolly young 
Swain, : 

To a lovely Shepherdeſs, eroſſing the Plain; 

Why ſo much in haſte? (now the Month it was May) 

Shafl I venture to aſk, fair Maiden, which Way ? 


F 


Then ſtraight to this Queſtion the Nymph did reply, ⁵⁶ 

With a Smile on her Look and a Leer in her Eye, * 
l came from the Village, and homeward I go; . Bm 
And now, gentle Shepherd, pray why would you know? 
l hope, may Maid, you won't take it amiſs, 1 | 
If I tell the Reaſon of aſking you this; 4 
I would ſee you ſafe home, (the Swain was in Love) i 
23 Of ſuch a Companion if you would approve: | 


Four Offer, kind Shepherd, is civil, I own, 
But ſee no great Danger in going alone; 

Nor yet can I hinder, the Road being free 
3 For one as another, for you or far me, 


n 


No Danger in going alone it is true, | 
But yet a Companion is pleaſanter too; „ 
And if you could like (now the Swain he took Heart) 
19 # Such a Sweetheart as me, we never would part: 

" = D 5 Or! 
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The Wretch who gazes ſurely dies: 
No Swain could vie in Bliſs with me; 


_ T8? 
Oh! that's a Jong Word, ſaid the Shepherdeſs then; 
I've often heard ſay, there's no minding you Men; 
You'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter, tis true; 
Then leave a young Maiden the firſt Thing you do. 


Oh ! judge not ſo harſhly, the 'Shepherd reply'd, 
To prove what I fay, I will make you my Bride; 
'To-morrow the Parſon (well ſaid little Swain) 

Shall join both our Hands, and make one of us twain: 
Then what the Nymph anſwer'd to this is not ſaid ; 
The very next Morn to be ſure they were wed : 
Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down, 


Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a Wedding in Town? 


s GONG LV. 
te The REsS0LUTION. 1 | 


ry EASE, Cupid, ceafe thy fond Alarms, 
For I am fafe from future Harms; 


My Heart, once free, .ſhall ne'er again 


Or feel Love's Pleaſure, . 
Or feel Love's Pleaſure, or its Pain: 


No; from this Day, this very Hour, 


I turn a Rebel to thy Pow'r ; 


Since Truth and Honour cannot move, is 


What, what have I to do with Love? 


What, what have I to do with Love? 


ft 4 Nymph more fair I ne'er ſhall find 


Than lovely, faithleſs Roſalind: 
Beware, ye Swains, nor truſt your Eyes, 


No Nymph c'er ſeem'd more fond than ſhe, 


wk 2 5 
* 


Who 
Then 
Then 


But v 
Nor 1 
She b 
And 1 
Say t 
To h 
If ſhe 
What 
Wha! 
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Inſna 


Like 


- And 
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[59] 
Who vow'd by each dread Pow'r above: 
Then what had I to do but love? | 
Then what, &c. 


do. 
| But when ſhe found I hugg'd my Chain 
Nor wiſh'd for Liberty again,” | 
; She bid me all my Hopes give o'er, 
| And think of her and Love no more: 
ain: Say then, if ſne no longer deign 
bt 3 To hear my Vows, or ſooth my Pain; 


If ſhe no more my Verſe approve, 
What, what have I to do with Love ? 
? What, what, &c, 


Henceforth adios ye W wen fair ; > 
To Scenes far diſtant [I'll repair; 

In deſart Plains, and Foreſts rude, 

I'll court my Miſtreſs, Solitude: 

No more ſhall faithleſs Woman's Art 

Inſnare my fond believing Heart ; 

Like Nature's Son, at large I'll rove, 
- And have no more to do with Love, 

And have no more to do with Love. 


a SONG LVI. 
5 Co LIN and Puorn 
Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at Nei 


HERE the Jeſs'mine ſweetens the Bow 'r, 
And Cowſlips adorn the gay Green, 
The Roſes, refreſh'd by the Show'r, 
Contribute to brighten the Scene ; 
The Roſes, refreſh'd by the Show'r, 
Contribute to brighten the Scene; 


* + 
—* 
1 

53 ** 


[ 60: ] 
In a ; Cottage, : retir d, there live 
Young Colin and Phœbe the fair; 


The Bleſſings each other receive 


In mutual Enjoy ments they ſhare, 
The Bleſſings: each other receive 

In mutual Enjoy ments they ſhare; | 
And the Lads and the Laffes, that dwell on the Plain, 
Sing in Praiſe of fair Phœbe, and Colin her Swain. 


The Sweets of Contentment ſupply 

The Splendour and Grandeur of Pride ; 
No Wants can the Shepherd annoy, 

While bleſt with his beautiful Bride ; ; 
No Wants, &c. 
He wiſhes no greater Delight | 

Than to tend on the Lambkins by Day, 
And return to his Phcebe at Night, 

His innocent Toil to repay ; 


And return, &c. 


And the Lads tell the Laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 


[1 bY | They'r re as conſtant as De! who Jives 1 in the Dale. 


17 delighted her Lover appears, 


The fair one partakes of his Bliſs ;: 


11 dejected, the ſooths all his Cares, 


And heaks all his Pains with a Kiſs ; 
If dejected, &c. 


__ She deſpiſes the artful Deceit, 


That is practis'd in City and Court; * 


Thinks Happineſs no- where compleat, 


But where Shepherds and Nymphs do reſort; 


=_ Thinks Happineſs, &c. 


And the Lads tell the Laſſes they dic in Deſpair, 
Unleſs they are as ind + as — the fair. 


= | Ye 


Ye Yo 

Anc 
No 101 
No lot 


Ye — 


n, 


Ye 


[61] 


Ye Youths, who're accuſtom'd to rove;. 
And each innocent fair one betray, 

No longer be faithleſs in Love; 

The Dictates of Honour obey : 

No longer be faithleſs in Love; 
The Dictates of Honour abey 

Ye Nymphs, who with BeautP ar are bleſt, 
With Virtue improve ev'ry Grace; 

The Charms of the Mind, when poſſeſt, 
Will dignify thoſe of che Face; ; 

The Charms of the Mind, when poſſeſt, 
Will dignify thoſe of the Face: 

And ye Lads and ye Laſſes, whom Hymen has join'd, 

Like Colin, be conſtant; like Phcebe, be kind. 


SONG LVII. 
CROSS PurPOSEs. Sung at Ranelagh. 


O M loves Mary paſſing well, 
And Mary ſhe loves arry; N 

But Harry ſighs for bonny Bell. 

And finds his Love miſcarry; | 
For bonny Bell for 'Thomas burns, 

Whilſt Mary ſlights his Paſſion: 
So ſtrangely freakiſh are the Turns 

Of human Inclination. | <li; 17 1 


| Moll gave Hal a Wreath of Flow'rs, 


hich he, in am'rous Folly, 
Conlign'd to Bell, and in few Hours 
It came again to Molly : 
Thus all br Turns are woo'd and woo, 
No Turtles can be truer ; 


Each loves the Object they purſue, 


_ Kates the kind Purſuer. 


4. 


Be kind to them that fancy you, 


62 J 
As much as Mary Thomas grieves, 
Proud Hal deſpiſes Mary; 
And all the Flouts, which Bell receives 
From 'Tom, * vents on H 
If one of all the four has frown'd, 
You ne'er ſaw Peopl grummer; 


If one has ſmil'd, it catèhes round, 
And all are in good Humoug. 


Then, Lovers, hence this Leſſon learn, 

| Throughout the Britiſh Nation; 
How much tis ev'ry-one's Concern 
To ſmile at Reformation: 

And ſtill, thro' Life, this Rule purſue, 
Whatever Objects ſtrike you, 


That thoſe you love may like you. 


SONG LVIIL. 
Advice to the Fair Sex. Sung at Vauxhall. | 


ORGTIVE, ye fair, nor take it Ss 
If ought too much I do: _ 
Permit me, while I give my Song, 
To give a Leſſon too, 
To give a Leſſon too: 
Let Modeſty, that heav'n- born Maid, 
Your Words and Actions grace; 
»Tis this, and only this, can add 
New Luſtre to your Face, 1 
New Luſtre to your Face. 


Tis this which paints the Virgin Cheeks 
Beyond the Pow'r of Art; 

And ev'ry real Bluſh beſpeaks 

The Goodneſs of the Heart, 

The Goodneſs of the Heart: 


TO] 

This Index of the virtuous Mind 
Your Lovers wilt adoreem 

Tis this will leave a Charm behind, 
When Bloom can charm no more, 
When Bloom can charm no more. 


Inſpir'd by this, to idle Men 
With nice Referve behave ; 
And learn, by Diſtankè, to maintain ; 
The Pow'r your Beauty gave, 
The Pow'r your Beauty gave : 
For this, when Beauty muſt decay, 

Your Empire will protect; 
The wanton pleaſes for a Day, 
But ne'er creates Reſpect, 


But ne'er creates Reſpect. 


With this their filly Jeſts reprove, 
When Coxcombs dare intrude; 
Nor think the Man is worth your _ 
Who ventures to be rude, 
Who ventures to be rude: if, 
Your Charms, when cheap, will ever fall; 2 
They ſully with a Touch; _ 
And, tho' we mean to grant not all, 
We often grant too much, 
We often grant too much. 


But patient let each virtuous fair 
Expect the gen'rous Youth, 
| | | Whom Heav'n has doom'd her Heart to fs; 
; And bleſs'd with Love and Truth, | 
And bleſs'd with Love and Truth; -B 
For him alone preſerve her Hang. 1 
And wait the happy Day, FF 
When he with Juſtice can command, 
And ſhe with Joy obey, 
And ſhe with Joy obey. 


This 


1 The 
e e A An. 
SONG LIX. 79 | And tt 
Seek not at once in a nis to find | | — 
The Form of a Venus with Pallas's Mind ; 
Let the fair one I love have but Prudence in View, The M 
That, tho' ſhe deceive, I 3 ſtill think her true; | Of ( 
Be her Perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean; And ol 
Let her Temper be cloudleſs, and open her Mein, Clap 
By Folly, IIl- nature, nor Vanity * 72a Clap 
Nor indebted to Paint, — nor indebted to Paint, 
For white or for red, —for white or for red. = bh! 
| 1 
May her Tongue, that dread Weapon in moſt of the Sex, Tho' h 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex; - The 
Loet her not be too bold, nor frown at a ſeſt, "The: 
C For Prudes I deſpiſe, and Coquets I deteſt : The fo 


May her Humour the Taſte of the Company hit, 


| Not affectedly wiſe, nor too pert with her Wit: The 
Go find out the Maid that is form'd on m Plan, But 


"1 . : And ru love her for 33 love * ever; Bor 


8 0 N G* 1 852 | By 1 

For he 

USH dont the briſk Bowl, twill enliven Bk Heart, Deſe 
While thus we ſit round on the Graſs: s Deſe! 


The Lover, who talks of his Suff'rings and Smart, 
DPteſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, an. Aſs, 
DPteeſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs. , 


1 The Wretch eb ſits e bis ilt- dn! Pale 

"78 And wiſhes to add to the Maſs, = 33 

Whate er the Curmudgeon may think of him, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, e 

ern &c. 1 3 


15 


* 


rt, 


The Lawyer ſo grave, when be pu is th Plea, * 


„ 
The Beau; who, ſo ſmart with his well-pawder'd. Hair, | 
An Angel beholds in his Glaſs, | 
And thinks with Grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Als, | 
Deſerves, &e. | 2 a 


The Merchant from Climate climate wits roam, | 
Of Crœſus the Wealth to'ſurpaſs;- 

And oft, while he's wand'ring, my Lady at home | 
Oe. eee . 
Claps the Horns, & 
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With Forehead well fronted with Braſs, 

Tho' he talk to no Em „ he pockets your kee, 
There you, my Friend, are the _ | 
There vou, &c. 


The formal Phyſician, Who 13 ev ry TY 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this Claſs ; 

The ſick Man a while may confide in his skin, 
But Death proves the Doctor an Aſs, 
But Death, c. | 


Then let us, Companions, be jovial and gay. 
By Turns take our Bottle and Laſs, 

For he who his Pleaſure puts off for a Day 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, an Aſs, : 
Deferves't to be reckon'd an Aſs. 4 Ep Gs: ETD - f 


8 O0 NG LXI. 


BN firſt by fond Damon Flavella was deen, 
He flightly regarded her Air and her Mein, 
ly ded her Air and her Mein; 

arms of her Mind he alone did commend, - 
Not n warm as a Lover, but cool as a a. Friend ; 


From 


L 66 


From Friendſhip p; not Paſſion, his Raptures did move, 
And he boaſted his Heart was a Stranger to Love, 
And he boaſted his Heart was a Stranger to Love. : 


New Charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe was known ; ; 
Her Face grew a Wonder, her Taſte was his on, 
Her Face, Kc. 
Her Manners were gentle, her Senſe was refin'd, 

- Andev'ry dear Virtue beam'd forth in her Mind : 


Still, ſtill for the Sanction of Friendſhip-he ſtrove, 


Till a Sigh gave the Omen, and ſhow'd it was Love, ' 
Till a Sigh, &c. | 


Now proud to be conquer'd, he fighs for the fair, 
Grows dull to all Pleaſure, but being with her, | 


A Grows dull, &c. 
He's mute, till his Heartſtrings are ready to break; 


For Fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak ; 

And wanders a willing Example to prove, - 

That Friendſhip with eee is Siſter to re, 
That Friendſhip, &c. 

A Lover thus conquer d c. can ne * ive Offence, 
Not a Dupe to her Amen but a Slave to her Senſe, 


Not a Dupe, &c. - 

His Paſfion not Wrinkles nor Age can alley; 

Since founded on that which can never decay ; 
And Time, that can Beauty's ſhort Empire remove, 
Increaſing her Reaſon, increaſes his Love, 
Increaſing her Reaſon, increaſes his Love. 


SONG LXI. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
I D you ſee e er a eren ye Nymphs, 725 


this Way, 
Crown'd with Myrie, and all che gay Verdur of 
ST 7 | 5 


Ii 


< : 
Wh. 4 4. 


nle, 


Ve, 


In purſue of a Rebel that's ſcarce worth my Pains, | 


Too ſoon I believ'd, and reply d to his Strains, 


But, truſt me, whoe'er my falſe Shepherd detains, 
Shell find him a Wen that's Farce worth her 


en find him, &. 


[6 1 
'Tis my 4 ny oh! bring him once more to my 
From his * in ſearch of new Pleaſures, he flies: 


All Day have I travell'd and toil'd oer the Plains, 
In purſuit of a Rebel that's ſcarce worth my Pains, 


[4 
2 57 8 2 ; * 

. 

1 r * 
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K 


Ot | 


Take care, Maids, take care, when he fatters and 
ſwears, 
How you 5 1 own Eyes, or believe your own 


Like the Roſe. bod i in June, ev T7 Hand they'll invite, 

But wound the' kind Ente! e the Thorn out of 
fi Sight: ; | 

And, truſt me, whoe'er my falſe 8 . = 

She'll r Bs A FART that's e w her 


She'll find him,, be. we 6 » 


Three Months at my Feet did he Tank N al fi ich, ; 

E'er he gain'd a kind Look, or a tender Reply; 

Love, Honour, and Truth, were the Themes that 
he ſung, 

And he ſwore that his Heart was a. kin to Ks 
Tongue: 


And gave him too frankly my * for his b, 
And gave him, &c. 


The Trifle once gain'd, like a Child at his . | 
Soon the wanton grew 4 and threw it away: 
Now cloy'd with my Love, from my Arms he does fly, 
In ſearch of another as filly as I; 


— 


Pains, 
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L 68 J. 


Beware, all ye Nymphs, how you ſooth the fond 


Flame, 
And believe me in Time, all the Sex are the ſame; 
Like Strephon, from Beauty to Beauty will range, 
Like him they will Hatter,” diſſemble, and change; 
And do all we can, ſtill this Maxim remains, 
That Man, when we've got him, is ſcarce worth 
2248 55 © 140 4 OWE Pains, L 
That Man, when we've got won Is } "Karce worth 
AVWY 7.” Gup Pains, | | 


5 0 N 6 IXI. 


1 'Y o tell me I'm heads ] know not K how 8 


— . and chatty, and humour d toò, 
* Lips are as red as the Roſe-bud in June, 
4 Fry my — like the Nightingale's, ſweetly in Tune: 
8 err | 
But he that would wi me mult flatter me more, 
E But he that would wh me ma flatter me more. 


. : E Beauty from Virtue receive no Supply, 


Or Prattle from Prudence, how wanting am I? 


| My Eaſe and Good-humour ſhort Raptures will bring ; 


1 My Voice, like the Nightingale's, know but a Spring : 
For Charms ſuch as theſe then your Praiſes give o'er, 


To love me for Life, you muſt love me fall mere, . 
1 To love me, Kc. | - 


Then talk not to me of a Shape © or an Air, 
For Chloe the wanton can rival me there; 
'Tis Virtue alone that makes Beauty look gay, 


And brightens Good-humour, as Sunſhine the Day: N 


For that if you love me, your Flame may be true, 
And 1, in my Turn, may be taught to love too, © 
And I, in my Turn, may be taught to love tao 
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Vanity, | 


Bids u 
Bids u 


| Softer. th 


Is the 
Frowning 
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But, too 
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Foolif] 
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O Lxtv. 


ou gay at your Fe cet that. wept in Def Sai, 
And vow'd that no Angel was ever fo fair: 


How could you believe all the Nonſenſe I ſpoke ? 


1 next Rand indified for. ſus — Te to love, 


4nd nocking but p Pal het 
I have lik'd you a Twelvemonth, a Calendar Year, 
And not yet N 3 1 my dear. 


” 


s O Ixv. 


FAIN is ey'ry fond: 83 2 
To reſiſt the tender Dart; 


For Examples move us never; 


We muſt feel, to know: the Smart: 


4 , 
3 2 
” 8 * 
” . 


by 
b 


When the Shepherd ſwears he's dying, 


And our Beauties ſets to View; 
Vanity, her Aid ſupp ; 
Bids us think 'tis all our Due, 

Bids us think tis all our Due. 


lying 


Softer than the 3 3 
Is the mild deceitful Strain; 


Frowning Truth. our. Sex diſpleaſes ; 


Flatt'ry never ſues in vain: 


But, too ſoon, the 
Does our tend'reſt 


py. Lover 


opes deceive :_ 
Man was form'd to be a Rover, | 


Fooliſh Woman to W 
Fooliſh Woman to believe. © 


What know we of Angels 1 meant it in Joke. 


n 


e 
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SONG LXVI. 
I., the Chaplet. 
DAMON, PASTORA, LAURA. 
| Damon. 


* 


5 HREE Goddeſſes flanding aches: Hs 


Thus puzzled young Paris one 25 
Can! judge che Value of either, 
2 Where both bear fo equal a Tuan, 8 


C9282. \ :Wan'#b a4. 


Conſider my Wit and Condition, 
Conſider my Perſon likewiſe: 

I never was us'd to petition; 
. Rot Poe make: uſe of your 1 15 


Laura. 


2 ' No Merit I plead but my Paſſion; ; 

I "Twas needleſs to mention your Vow: 
3 Baton, with a little Compaſſion, | 
Mm what this poor” Walen Jas now. 


e Genius direct me, or 88 ; 
Or elſe I may chance to chooſe wrong — 
5 Ware Part of the Goods of Palæmon; z 
I give you to whom you belong. 
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1 PagTORA. | 
1 know that my Perſon is charming, 


* n 
. PI ITT CEN 
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. . „ 


Proves! what a dull Thing | is 2 Lover. 
a 


'Y 


Toy Paſt, 


Beyond what a Clown can diſcover 3 5 7 77 4 
That Dowdy your Senſes alarming. 


TII 


Ill quit th 
Where E 
Your Taſte 
Your W. 


Perhaps yo 
And that 
The Loſs « 
My Cha 


I ne'er was 
How od 
I'wiſh you 
My Rag 


Contented : 
Where Pop! 
And, while 
The Thruſl 
The Thrufl 


While you ; 
Ye Lambs, 
Bound on, 


5 
For my She 
For my She 


Ye Virgin 
The W 
Ne'er 40 
For he who 
For he who 


og — 


711 
Il! quit the dull Plains for the City, 
Where Beauty is follow'd by. Meritt 
Your Taſte, ſimple Damon, I pity: _ Ge” 
Your Wit who would with to inherit! 


Perhaps you may think you perplex me, 
And that I my Anger would ſmother: ES 
The Loſs of one Lover can't vex me; Og 
My Charms will procure. me another; | 


I ne'er was more pleas'd J aſſure 
How odious they look! I can't bear em! 
I wiſh you much Joy of your Fury: ST 1 
My Rage into Pieces could tear em! 


| Damon, 8 


Contented all Day J will ſit at your Side, 
Where Poplars far ſtretching o'er-arch the cool Tide; 


And, while the clear River runs purling along 


The Thruſh and the Linnet contend in their Song. 
The Thruſh and the Linnet contend in their e 


LAURA. 3 Ari NK. 7 


While you are but by me, no Danger I 625 | 
Ye Lambs, reſt in Safety, my Damon is near; 


Bound on, ye blithe Kids, now your Gambols may. 1} J | if 


pleaſe, 
For my Shepherd is kind, and my Heart is at Bak 


For bac Shepherd, &C. 
AO 


Ye Virgins of Britain, bright Rivals of Day. 
The Wiſh of each Heart, and the Theme o ch Jays: 1 
Ne'er yield to the Swain till he make you a Kd 
For he who loves truly will take 204.9 for Lis 

For he * &c. 
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: If ſtruck by a Beauty 
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[72] 
IN e 
Ve Vouths, who fear nought but the "ROY of the fair, 
*Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their Cates” T4 
Then ſcorn to their Ruin Aſſiſtance to lend, 
Nor betray the ſweet Creatures * re born to defend, 


Nor . &c. 


Both. 


For their Honour and Faith be our Virgins renown'd; 
Nor falſe to his Vows one young Shepherd be found: 
Be their Moments all ney? + by Virtue and Fruth, 


'To' preſerve 1 in their Age what they gain d in their 


Vouth, 


To preſerve in their Age what they gain d in their 


Youth, 


8 ON 0 LXVII. 


Fürs my Paſtora, no longer 
Quite ſick of his Bondage, can wort Fob 


our Swain, 
is Chain: 


_, Nay, arm not your Brow with ſuch haughty Diſdain; 
My Heart _ with Joy to be free once again: 


2 oY tol derol derol, 
Derol tol lol dexyl lol ol; 
Sing tof derol ol fol lol derol. 


F rl live like the Birds, thoſe ſweet Tenants of May, 


Who always are fportful, who always are gay; 

How ſweetly their Sonnets they carol all Ul Day! 

Their Love i is but Frolick, their Coortfiip but Play: 
Sing tol derol, &c; 


they ne'er faw before, | 
In chirping foft Notes they her Pity implore : 


She yields to Intreaty; and, when the Fit's o'er, 
"Tis an hundred'to ten that they never tober more : 

f * tol derol, &c. 
> 1 6d 
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6 My 
With you 
But han 
With you 
But han 


Then ſpea 
Nor let 
With you 
But han 
With you, 


Tho' Chai 
The Str 
I love to 
But do 
] love, &c 


Young Mc 
Makes: 
Becauſe, v 
The foc 
Becauſe, & 


Theſe fix' 
I to the 
With you 
But han 
With you 
Bur han 


L Tha 


2 


34] 
SONG LXVII. 


\ECLARE, my pretty Maid, 
Muſt my fond Suit miſcarry ? 
With you P'll toy, I'll kiſs and play; 

But hang me if I marry, —hang me if I marry: 
With you [I'll toy, I'll kiſs and play; 

But hang me if I marry. 


Then peak your Mind at once, 
Nor let me longer tarry: 
With you I'll toy, I'll kiſs and play ; 


But hang me if I marry: : 


With you, &c. 


Tho' Charms and Wit aſſail, 
The Stroke I well can parry: 

I love to kiſs, to toy and play! ; 
But do not chuſe to marry : 

I love, &c. 


Young Molly of the Dale 
Makes a mere Slave of Harry; 
Becauſe, when they had toy'd and kiſfs'd, 
The fooliſh Swain Wound marry; _ 
Becauſe, &c. 


Theſe fix'd Reſolves, my dear, 
I to the Grave will carry: | 
With you I'll toy, and kiſs and play; 


But hang me if I marry, —hang me if I marry : 


With you [I'll toy, and kiſs and * ; 
Bug hang me if 1 marry. | 


$ONG LXIX. 


\H E Women all tell me I'm falſe to my Laſs, | 
I quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my Glaſs; 
E Baut. 


Ca 
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[74] 
But, to you Men of Reaſon, my Reaſons I'll own, 
And if you don't like them, why—let them alone. 


Altho' I have left her, the Truth I'll declare; 

I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair : 
But Goodneſs and Charms in a Bumper I ſee, 
That makes it as good and as charming as the. 


My Chloe had Dimples and Smiles, I muſt own ; 


But tell me, ye Lovers of Liquor divine, 
Did you e&'er ſee a Frown in a Bumper of Wine? 


Her Lillies and Roſes were juſt in their Prime; 
Yet Lillies and Roſes are conquer'd by Time: 
But in Wine, from its Age, ſuch a Benefit flows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grows. 


They tell me, my Love would in Time have been 
=: cloy'd, | : | 
2nd that Beauty's inſipid, when once tis enjoy'd : 
But in Wine I both Time and Enjoyment defy; 
For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 


Let Murders, and Battles, and Hiſtory, prove 

The Miſchiefs that wait upon Rivals in Love: 

| But in drinking, thank Heav'n, no Rival contends; 
For the more we love Liquor, the more we are Friends, 


_ She too might have poiſon'd the Joy of my Life, 
Wich Nurſes, and Babies, and Squalling, and Strife: 
Bat my Wine neither Nurſes nor Babies can bring; 
And a big-belly'd Bottle's a mighty good Thing. 


We ſhorten our Days when with Love we engage; 
It brings on Diſeaſes, and haſtens Old Age: 

But Wine from grim Death can its Votaries ſave, 
And keep out t'other Leg, when there's one in the 


Grave. 
Perhaps, 


But tho' ſhe could ſmile, yet, in Truth, ſhe could frown: 


Perhaps, 
She has | 
But my I 
Will ſtan 


Then let 
She's rid 
For in W 
Should y 


Not a T. 


| Bring yo 
| The Lac 


For, if t 
c 


N 


| Tho! ou 
| Yet they 


Examine 


Each M. 
"4 


The Paz 
With a 

Will rai 
The Do 


0 


n, 


een 


* 


he 


85. 


„„ 
Perhaps, like her Sex, ever falſe to their Word, 
She has left me, to get an Eſtate, or a Lord: 
But my Bumper (regarding nor Title nor Pelf ) 
Will ſtand by me, when I can't ſtand by myſelf. 


<> 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain; 

She's rid of her Lover, and I of my Pain: | 

For in Wine, mighty Wine, many Comforts I ſpy: 
Should you doubt what I ſay, take a Bumper and try. 


SONG LXX. 
E Medley of Mortals, that make up this Throng, 


Song ; | 

What you would not expect here, my Wit ſhall be new, 

And, what is more ſtrange, ev'ry Word ſhall be true: 
Sing Tantararara, Truth all, Truth all ; 


Sing Tantararara, Truth all. 


Not a Toy in the Place you'll buy cheaper than mine; 
Bring your Laſſes to me, and you'll {ave all your Coin: 


The Ladies alone will pay dear for my Skill ; 
For, if they will hear me, their Tongues muſt lie ſtill: 
Sing Tantararara, mute all, &c. 


Tho? our Revels are ſcorn'd by the grave and the wiſe, 
Yet they practiſe all Day what they ſeem to deſpiſe : 
Examine Mankind, from the great to the ſmall, 
Each Mortal's diſguis'd, and the World is a Ball : 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, cc. 


The Parſon, brimful of October and Grace, 

With a long taper Pipe, and a round ruddy Face, 

Will rail at our Doings ;—but when it is dark, 70 

The Doctor's diſguis'd, and led home by the Clerk: 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. i 


"2 The 


Spare your Wit for a Moment, and liſt to my 


76 

The fierce-roaring Blade, with long Sword and cock d 
| | Hat, 
Who, with zounds ! he did this, and d's-blood ! he 1 
do that, 
When he comes to his Trial, he fails in his Part, 
And proves that his Looks were but Maſks to his 

Heart: 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


The Beau acts the Rake, and will talk of Amours, 
Shews Letters from Wives, and Appointments from 
Whores; 

But a Creature ſo modeſt avoids all Diſgrace; 

For how would he bluſh, ſhould he meet Face to Face 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


The Courtiers and Patriots, mongſt other fine Things, 
Will talk of their Country, and Love to their Kings; 
But their Maſks will drop off, if you ſhake but the Pelt, 
And ſhew King and Country all center'd in Self : 

Sing I antararara, Maſks all, Kc. 


With an Out- ſide of Virtue, Miſs * the 
Prude, | 


are rude ; 
Thus ſhe's prim, and ſhe's coy, till her Bloſſoms are 
gone, 
And, when mellow, ſhe's pluck'd by the Coachman, 
or John : 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


In your Caſe there's no F ear, in your — there's 
x no F law : 


Till 


If you touch her, ſhe faints ; if you ſpeak, you 


irh a grave Maſk of Wiſdom, ſay Phyſic and Law, 
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Till Death and the judge have decreed they look big; 


Then you find you have truſted -a full bottom'd Wig: 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. | 


Thus Life is no more than a Round of Deceit, 
Each Neighbour will find that his next is a Cheat; 
But if, oh ye Mortals, theſe Tricks ye purſue, 
You at laſt cheat yourſelves, —and the Devil cheats 
ou : 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, Maſks all; 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all. X 


SONG LXXI. 
The NonrPAREIL. Set by Mr. Boyce. 


H O' Chloe's out of Faſhion, 
Can bluſh and be ſincere, 

I'd toaſt her in a Bumper, 
If all the Belles were here: 
What tho' no Di'monds ſparkle 

About her Neck and Waiſt, 
With ev'ry ſhining Virtue. 

The lovely Maid is grac'd, 
With ev'ry ſhining Virtue 

The lovely Maid is grac'd. 


In modeſt plain Apparel, 
No Patches, Paint, or Airs, 
In Debt alone to Nature, 
An Angel ſhe appears: 
From gay Coquets, high finiſh'd, 
My Chloe takes no Rules, 
Nor envies them their Conqueſts, 
The Hearts of all the Fools, 
Nor envies, &c. | 


E 3 
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Who wins her muſt have Merit, 
Such Merit as her own, 

The Graces all poſſeſſing, 
Yet knows not ſhe has one: 
hen grant me, gracious Heav'n, 
The Gifts you moſt approve, 


And Chloe, charming Chloe 


Will bleſs me with her Love; 
And Chloe, charming Cloe! 
Will bleſs me with her Love. 


SONG LXXII. 
Comvus's Cour. 


\OME hither, come hither, ye languiſhing Swains, 
Here's a Balm that will cure, and relieve all your 
Pains, 


Here's a Balm that will cure, and relieve all your 


Pains ; 

To the Fountain of Pleaſure, in Raptures, reſort ; 
Tis the Summons of Humour to Comus's Court, 
 *Tis the Summons of Humour to Comus's Court: 
Tis Comus invites; then the Summons obey ; 
Awhule leave you Cares, and to Pleaſure away : 

Tis Comas invites; then the Summons obey ; 
Awhile leave you Cares, and to Pleaſure away. 


Here Phoebus ſhall ſing, and old Monius ſhall laugh, 
And his Bottle of Nectar brave Bacchus ſhall quad, 
And his Bottle, &c. 


When Time, honeſt Time, for awhile ſhall be flill, - 


And fit down like a Soul till he tipples his Fill, 
And fit down, &c. 

Nor Care nor Miſtruſt ſhall intrude on our Joys; BY 
For tis Comus invites; then away my brave Boys: 
n or tis Comus, &c. 
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Should Loſſes or Croſſes perplex ye, be ſure 
Ply the Glaſs brily round, for Misfortunes a Cure, 
Ply the Glaſs, &c. | 
Aſculapius of old had Recourſe to the Bowl, 
And the Doctor, you know, was a ſpecial good Soul, 
And the Doctor, &c. | 


While Health, roſy Health, fills the Bumpers around, 


For without 'em he ſwears there's no Bliſs to be found, 
For without em, &c. 


Then away, ye brave Fellows, to Comus's Shrine, 
Where Friendſhip and Humour inceſſantly join, 
Where Friendſhip and Humour inceſſantly join; 
Where Freedom and Mirth with the Bottle unite, 


* To beguile all your Care, and with Rapture delight, 
5 Io beguile all your Care, and with Rapture delight: 
Then hark to the Call, and no longer delay; 

our For 'tis Comus invites; — to his Temple away: 


Then hark to the Call, and no longer delay ; 
For tis Comus invites; — to his Temple away. 


SONG LXXIII. 
RoB IN Hoop. 


S blith as the Linnet ſings in the green Wood, 
So blith we'll wake, we'll wake the Morn, 
= So blith we'll wake, we'll wake the Morn ; 
And, thro' the wide Foreſt of merry Sherwood, + 
| We'll wind the bugle, bugle Horn, 

We'll wind the bugle Horn. 


The Sheriff attempts to take bold Robin Hood; 
hold Robin diſdains to fly, 
Bold Robin diſdains to fly; 


Dr vanquiſh, Boys, or die, 
Or vanquiſh, Boys, or die. a 


a 
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Let him come when he will, we'll in merry Sherwood, 
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80 ] 
Our Hearts they are ſtout, and our Bows they are good, 
And well their Maſter know, 
And well their Maſter know; 
They're cut in the Foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
And ne'er will ſpare a Foe, 
And ne'er will ſpare a Foe. 


Our Arrows ſhall drink of the fallow Deer's Blood; 
We'll hunt them o'er the Plain, 
We'll hunt them o'er the Plain; 
And, thro' the wide Foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
No Shaft ſhall fly in vain, 
No Shaft ſhall fly in vain. 


Brave Scarlet and John, who were never fabdu'd, 
Gave each his Hand ſo bold, 
Gave each his Hand ſo bold; 

We'll reign thro' the Foreſt of merry Sherwood; 
What ſay my Hearts of Gold ? 
What ſay my Hearts of, Gold ? 


-$SONG LXXIV. 


T the Brow of the Hill a fair Shepherdeſs dwelt, 
Who tbe Pangs of Ambition or Love had ne'er 

felt; 

A few ſober Maxims ſtill ran in her Head, 

That 'twas better to earn e'er ſhe eat her 3 Bread; 

That to riſe with the Lark was conducive to Health, 
And to Folks in a Cottage Contentment was Wealth. 


Young Roger that liv'd in the Valley below, 
Who at Church and at Market was reckon'd a Beau, 
Wou'd oftentimes try o'er her Heart to prevail, 
And reſt on his Pitchfork to tell her his Tale; 
Till his winning Behaviour ſo wrought on her Heart, 
That, quite artleſs herſelf, ſhe ſuſpected no Art. 
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Her Eyes he commended with Language well-dreſt, 


There Cupid baſking lies; 


[ 87 ] 


He flatter'd, proteſted, he kneel'd and implor d, 
And wou'd lye with the Grandeur and Air of a Lord ; 


And enlarg'd on the Tortures he felt in his Breaſt-: 
With his Sighs and his Tears he ſo ſoften'd her Mind, 
That, in downright Compaſſion, to love ſhe inclin'd. 


But, as ſoon as he melted the Ice of her Breaſt, 
The Heat of his Paſſion that Moment decreas'd ; 
And now he goes flaunting all over the Vale, 

And boaſts of his Conqueſt to Richard and Hal; 
Tho' he ſees her but ſeldom, he's always in haſte, 
And, whenever he mentions her, makes her his Jeſt. 


Take heed, ye young Virgins of Britain's fair Iſle, 
How you venture your Hearts for a Look or a Smile; 
For young Cupid is artful, and Virgins are frail, 
And you'll find a falſe Roger in every Vale, 
Who to court you, and tempt you, will try all their Skill; 
But remember the Laſs at the Brow of the Hill. 


SONG LXXV. 


HEN Fanny, blooming fair, 
Firſt met my raviſh'd Sight, 
Caught with her Shape and Air, 

I felt a ſtrange Delight: 
Whilſt eagerly I gaz'd, 
Admiring ev'ry Part, 
And ev'ry Feature prais'd, 
She ſtole into my Heart. 


In her bewitching Eyes 
Ten thouſand Loves appear ; 


His Shafts are hoarded there: ED 
Ff. 


„ 
Her blooming Checks are dy d 
With Colour all their own, 
Excelling far the Pride 

Of Roſes newly blown. 


Her well-turn'd Limbs confeſs 
The lucky Hand of Jove; 
Her Features all expreſs 
The beauteous Queen of Love: 
What Flames my Nerves invade, 
When I behold the Breaſt 
Of that too-charming Maid 
Riſe, ſuing to be preſt ! 


Venus round Fanny's Waiſt 
Has her own Ceſtus bound, 
With guardian Cupids grac'd, 
Who. ſport the Circle round : 
How happy will he be | 
Who ſhall her Zone unlooſe ! 
That Bliſs to all but me 
May Heav'n and ſhe refuſe. 


SON G LXXVI. 
ARK ! away, tis the merry-ton'd Horn 
Calls the Hunters all up in the Morn: 


BE To the Hills and the Wood-lands we ſteer, 


To unharbour the out-lying Deer. 


Cnokrvus. 


And all the Day long, this, this is our Son 


Still hollowing and following, ſo frolick — free 1 

Our Joys know no Bounds while we're after the 
Hounds ; | | 

No Mortals on Earth are fo happy as we. jp 
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Round the Woods when we beat, how we glow ! 
While the Hills they all echo, hillo! _ 1 
With a Bounce from the Covert he flies; 

Then our Shouts they reſound to the Skies. 

And all the Day long, &c. 


When we ſweep o'er the Vallies, or climb 
Up the health-breathing Mountains ſublime, 
What a Joy from our Labours we feel! 
Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 

And all the Day long,. &c. 


At Night, when our Labour is done, 

Then we will go hollowing home, 

With hollo, hollo, and huzza ! 

Reſolving to meet the next Day. 

And all the Day long, this, this is our Song, 

Still hollowing and following, fo frolick and free; 

Our Joys know no Bounds while we're after the 
Hounds ; 

No Mortals on Earth are ſo happy as we. 


SONG LXXVII. 


HEN Daiſies py d, and Vi'lets blue, 
And Cuckow-buds of yellow Hue, 
And Lady-ſmocks all ſilver white, 

Do paint the Meadows with Delight; 

The Cuckow then, on ev'ry Tree, 

Mocks marry'd Men; for thus ſings he: 
Cuckow ! Cuckow! oh! Word of Fear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd Ear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd Ear. 


When Shepherds pipe on oaten Straws, 
And merry Larks are Plowmen's Clocks; 
When Turtles tread, and Rooks and Daws, 
And Maidens bleach their ſummer Smocks; 


[ 84 ] 


The Cuckow then, on ev'ry Tree, : 
Mocks marry'd Men; for thus ſings he: 
Cuckow! Cuckow! oh! Word of Fear, 
Unpleafing to a marry'd Ear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd Ear. 


SON G LXXVIIL 


He pleaſant a Sailor's Life paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the watery Main! 
No Treaſure he ever amaſles, 
But chearfully ſpends all his Gain: 
We're Strangers to Party and Faction; 
To Honour and Honeſty true; 
And would not commit a baſe Action 
For Power or Profit in View. 


CHORUS. 


Then why ſhould we quarrel for Riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering Toys ? 

A light Heart and a thin Pair of Breeches | 

Go thorough the World, brave Boys. 


The World is a beautiful Garden, 
Enrich'd with the Bleſſings of Life, 
The Toiler with Plenty rewarding, 
Which Plenty too often breeds Strife : 
When terrible Tempeſts aſſail us, 

And mountainous Billows affright, 
No Grandeur or Wealth can avail us ; 
But ſkilful Induſtry ſteers — 
Then why ſhould we, &c. 


The Courtier's more ſubject to Dangers, 
Who rules at the Helm of the State, 

Than we, who, to Politics Strangers, 
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3 All Night, when ſhe no more is ſeen, 


With Smiles, the lovely Maid reply'd, 
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The various Bleſſings of Nature 
In various Nations we try; 

Who merrily live till we die. 
Then why ſhould we, &c. 


SONG LXXIX. 


HAT Numbers ſhall the Muſe repeat ? 
What Verſe be found to praiſe my Annie ? 
On her ten thouſand Graces wait; 
Each Swain admires, and owns ſhe's bonny : 
Since firſt ſhe trod the happy Plain, 
She ſet each youthful Heart on Fire ; 
Each Nymph does to her Swain complain, 
That Annie kindles new Deſire. 


This lovely Darling, deareſt Care, 

This new Delight, this charming Annie, 
Like Summer's Dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, 

Where Flora's fragrant Breezes fan ye: 
All Day the am'rous Youths convene, 

Joyous they ſport and play before her; 
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In bliſsful Dreams they ſtill adore her. 


Among the Crowd Amintor came; 

He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Annie; 
His rifing Sighs expreſs'd his Flame; 

His Words were few, his Wiſhes many : 


Kind Shepherd, why ſhould I deceive you ? - 
Alas! your Love muſt be deny'd ; 
This deſtin'd Breaſt can ne'er relieve you. 
2: © nn 
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Young Damon came with Cupid's Art; 
His Wiles, his Smiles, his Charms beguiling ; 
He ftole away my Virgin Heart; | 
Ceaſe, poor Amintor, ceaſe bewailing : 
Some brighter Beauty you may find ; 
On yonder Plain the Nymphs are many ; 
Then chuſe ſome Heart that's unconfin'd, 
And leave to Damon his own Annie. 


 $ONG IXXX. 
F Love's a ſweet Paſſion, how can it torment ? 


Since I ſuffer with Pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my Fate? fince I know tis in vain : 
Yet, ſo pleaſing the Pain is, ſo ſoft is the Dart, 

At once it both wounds me and tickles my Heart, 
At once it both wounds me and tickles my Heart. 


J graſp her Hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate Silence I make my Love known: 
But oh! how I'm bleſt, when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing Miſtake to diſcover her Love ! 
When, in ftriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her Flame, 
Our Eyes tell each other what neither dare name, 
Our Eyes tell each other what neither dare name. 


How pleaſing is Beauty ! how ſweet are the Charms! 
How delightful Embraces! how peaceful her Arms! 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
Tis taught us on Earth, and by all Things above: 
To Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt yield; 
Tis Beauty that conquers and keeps the fair Field : 
To Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt yield; 
Tis Beauty that conquers and keeps the fair Field. 
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s O NG IXXXI. 
ABSENCE. 
E Shepherds, ſo chearful and gay, 


should Corydon's happen to ſtray, 
Oh! call the poor Wanderers home: 
Allow me to muſe and to ſigh, 
Nor talk of the Change that ye find; 
None once was ſo watchful as I: 


I have left my dear Phillis behind. 


Now I know what 'tis to have ſtrove | 

With the Torture of Doubt and Defire ; 
What 'tis to admire and to love, 

And to leave her we love and admire :. 
Ah! lead forth my Flock in the Morn, 

And the Damps of each Ev'ning repel ; 

Alas! I am faint and forlorn : 

I have bade my dear Phillis farewell. 


Since Phillis vouchſaf'd me a Look, 

I never once dreamt of my Vine; + 
May I loſe both my Pipe and my Crook, 
If I knew of a Kid that was mine: 

I priz'd ev'ry Hour that went by 
| Beyond all that had pleas'd me before; 


| But now they are paſt, and I ſigh ; 


And I grieve that I priz'd them no more. 


But why do I grieve thus in vain ? 
Why wander thus penſively here ? 

Oh! why did I come from the Plain, 
Where I fed on the Smiles of my dear ? 


Whoſe Flocks never careleſsly roam, 


They 


| [ 88 ] 
They tell me, my favourite Maid, 
The Pride of that Valley, is flown ; 
Alas! where with her I have ſtray'd 
I could wander with Pleaſure alone. 


When forc'd the fair Nymph to forego, 
What Anguiſh 1 felt at my Heart ! 

Yet I thought but it might not be ſo— 
"Twas with Pain that ſhe ſaw me depart ; 

She gaz'd, as I ſlowly withdrew ; 

My Path I could hardly diſcern : 

So ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 

I thought that ſhe bade me return. 


The Pilgrim, that journeys all Day 

To viſit ſome far-diſtant Shrine, 
If he bears but a Relique away, 
Is happy, nor heard to repine : 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 
Where my Vows, my Devotion, I owe, 
Soft Hope is the Relique I bear, . 
And my Solace where- ever I go. 


SONG IXXXII. 
HOPE: A Paſtoral. 
Het by Mr. Arne. 


Y Banks they are furniſh'd with Bees, 
Whoſe Murmur invites one to ſleep ; 

My Grottos are ſhaded with Trees, 

And my Hills are white-over with Sheep : 

I ſeldom have met with a Loſs, 

Such Health do my Fountains beſtow ; 

* My Fountains all border'd with Moſs, 

Where the Hare-bells and Violets grow, 

Where the Hare-bells and Violets grow. 
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Not a Pine in my Grove is there ſeen 


But with Tendrils of Woodbine is bound ; 


Not a Beech's more beautiful green 
But a Sweet-briar twines it around : 
Not my Fields, in the prime of the Year, 
More Charms than my Cattle unfold ; 
Not a Brook that is limpid and clear, 
But it glitters with Fiſhes of Gold, 
But it glitters, &c. 


One would think ſhe might like to retire 


To the Bow'r I have labour'd to rear; 
Not a Shrub that I heard her admire, 
But I haſted and planted it there: 
Oh! how ſudden the Jeſſamine ſtrove 
With the Lilac to render it gay ! 
Already it calls for my Love 
To prune the wild Branches away, 
To prune, &c. 


From the Plains, from the Woodlands and Groves, 


What Strains of wild Melody flow ! 


How the Nightingales warble their Loves 


From Thickets of Roſes that blow ! 
And, when her bright Form ſhall appear, 
Each Bird ſhall harmoniouſly join 


In a Concert ſo ſoft and fo clear, 


As—ſhe may not be fond to reſign, 
As—ſhe may, &c. 


I have found a Gift for my fair ; 


I have found where Wood-pidgeons breed; 


But let me that Plunder forbear ; 
She'll ſay *twas a barbarous Deed: 
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For he ne'er cou'd be true, ſhe aver'd, 
Who could rob a Bird of its young : 

I lov'd her the more, when I heard 
Such Tenderneſs fall from her Tongue, 
Such Tenderneſs, &c. | 


I have heard her with Sweetneſs unfold 
How that Pity was due to—a Dove; 
That it ever attended the bold; 
And ſhe call'd it the Siſter of Love: 
But ner Words ſuch a Pleaſure convey, 
So much I her Accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and, whatever ſhe ſay, 
Methinks I ſhould love her the more, 
Methinks, &c. 


Can a Boſom ſo gentle remain 
Unmov'd, when her Corydon ſighs ? 
W 1 a Nymph, that is fond of the Plain, 

Theſe Plains and this Valley deſpiſe ? 
Dear Regions of Silence and Shade! 

Soft Scenes of Contentment and Eaſe ! 
Where I could have pleaſingly ftray'd, 
If ought, in her Abſence, cou'd pleaſe, 

If ought, &c. 


But where does m Phyllida ftray ? 
And where are her Grots and her Bow'rs ? 


Are the Groves and the Valleys as gay, 


And the Shepherds as gentle, as ours ? 


The Groves may perhaps be as fair, 


And the Face of the Valleys as fine ; 
The Swains may in Manners compare; 
But their Love is not equal to mine, 

But their Love is not equal to mine. 
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SONG LXXXIII. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
Maderniz'd from Chaucer. 


ROM ſweet bewitching Tricks of Love, 
Young Men, your Hearts ſecure, 
Leſt from the Paths of Senſe you rove, 
In Dotage premature, | 
In Dotage premature : 
Look at each Laſs thro! Wiſdom's Glaſs, 
Nor truſt the naked Eye ; 
Gallants, beware, look ſharp, take care; 
The blind cat many a Fly, 
The blind eat many a Fly. 


Not only on their Hands and Necks 
The borrow'd white you'll find ; 
Some Belles, when Intereſt directs, 
Can even paint the Mind, 
Can even paint the Mind : 
Joy and Diſtreſs they can exprefs z 
Their very Tears can lye: 
Gallants, beware, &c. 


There's not a Spinſter in the Realm 
But all Mankind can cheat, 

Down to. the Cottage from the Helm, 
The learn'd, the brave, the great, 
The learn'd, the brave, the great: 

With lovely Looks, and golden Hooks, 
T'entangle us they try: 

_ Gallants, beware, &c. # 


1 


Could we with Ink the Ocean fill ; 
Was Earth of Parchment made; 
Was ev'ry ſingle Stick a Quill, 
Each Man a Scribe by Trade, 
Each Man a Scribe by 'Trade ; 
To write the Tricks of half the Sex 
Would ſuck that Ocean dry: 
Gallants, beware, look ſharp, take care; 
The blind eat many a Fly, 
The blind eat many a Fly. 


S O NG LXXXIV. 


A PANEGYRICK on the LADIES: 


Being Chaucer's Recantation for The blind eat 
| many a Fly. EE. 


Sung at Vauxhall, 


RECITATIVE. 


LD Chaucer once to this re-echoing Grove 
Sung of the ſweet bewitching Tricks of Love; 
But ſoon he found he'd ſully'd his Renown, 
And arm'd each charming Hearer with a Frown : 
Then, ſelf-condemn'd, anew his Lyre he ſtrung, 
And, in repentant Strains, this Recantation ſung. 


„ 


Long ſince, unto her native Sky, 
Fled heav'n-deſcended Conſtancy ; 
Nought now that's ſtable to be had ; 

The World's grown mutable and mad; 
Save Women—they, we muſt confeſs, 
Are Miracles of Stedfaſtneſs; 

And ev'ry witty, pretty Dame | 

Bears for her Motto—Still the ſame. 
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The Flow'rs that in the Vale are ſeen, 
The white, the yellow, blue, and green, 
In brief Complexion idly gay, | 
Still ſet with ev'ry ſetting Day, 
Diſpers'd by Wind, or chill'd by Froſt, 
Their Odours gone, their Colours loſt: 
But what is true, tho' paſſing ſtrange, 
The Women never—fade or change. 


The wiſe Man ſaid, that all was vain, 

And Follies univerſal reign ; 

Wiſdom its Vot'ries oft enthralls, 

Riches torment, and Pleaſure palls ; 

And 'tis, good lack, a gen'ral Rule, 
That each Man, ſoon or late,'s a Fool : 
In Women 'tis th'. Exception lies; 

For they are wond'rous, wond'rous wiſe. 


This earthly Ball with Noiſe abounds, 

And from its Emptineſs it ſounds ; 

Fame's deaf'ning Din, the Hum of Men, 

The Lawyer's Plea, the Poet's Pen: 

But Women here no one ſuſpects ; 

Silence diſtinguiſhes that Sex; 

For, poor dumb Things! ſo meek's their Mould, 
You ſcarce can hear them when they ſcold. 


CHORUS. 


An hundred Mouths, an hundred Tongues, 

An hundred Pair of iron Lungs, _ 

Five Heralds, and five thouſand Cryers, 

With Throats whoſe Accent never tires, 

Ten Speaking. trumpets of a Size 

Would Deafneſs with their Din ſurprize, 

Your Praiſe, ſweet Nymphs,- ſhall fing and ſay; 
And thoſe that will believe it—may, | 
And thoſe that will believe it may. 


SONG 
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SONG LXXXV. 
| The Trial of CyHavcer's Grosr. 
Sung at Vauxhall, 
By Mr. Lowe, Miſs Norris, and Mise Stephenſon, 


M Norris. 
HOU Traitor, who with the fair Sex haſt 
made War, 
Come hither, and hold up thy Hand at the Bar: 
By a Jury of Damſels you now muſt be try'd, 
For having your Betters traduc'd and bely'd. 


Mi, Stephenſon. 
How could'ſt thou Tuch baſe Defamation deviſe, 
And not have the Fear of our Sex in your Eyes ? 
Is all Decency gone—all Good-breeding forgot ? 
Speak, Varlet, and plead—art thou guilty, or not? 


Mr. Lowe. 
Not guilty y. I plead - but ſubmit to the Laws, 
And with Pleaſure I yield to theſe fair ones my Cauſe; 


But ſtill, that my Trial more. juſt may appear, 
Speak louder and faſter, or how ſhould I hear ? 


* . Miſs Norris. 


Haſt thou not preſum d to alarm each bright Toaſt, 
By the conjuring up of an old Engliſh Ghoſt; 

And made fuſty Chaucer, without a Pretext, 
Snarl poſthumous Nonſenſe againſt the fair Sex ? 


Mis. Stephenſon. 
Haſt thou not preſum'd to alarm each bright Maid 
With that common-place Traſh, that each Virgin 
| muſt fade? 
And, without Fear or Wit, moſt aſſuming and bold, 
Haſt dar'd to ſuggeſt that we paint and we ſcold. _ 
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„ Mr. Lowe. 
For want of Experience, when I was but young, 
Perhaps ſuch ſtrange Falſhoods might drop from my 
Tongue; | a 
But, when J recanted for all my Sins paſt, 
thought I had made you amends at the laſt. 
Miſs Norris. 
[ll promiſe you, Friend, you ſhall duly be paid 
For the ample amends that you lately have made : 
find by your ſhuffling the whole Charge is true, 
So I bring you in guilty without more ado. 
| Mie Stephenſon, 
Ironical Wits, like Deſtroyers of Game, 
When they hide in a Buſh, 'tis to take ſurer Aim— 
By his ſhuffling I find too the whole Charge 1s true, 
do I bring him in guilty as willing as you. 
Mr. Lowe. 
Convicted I ſtand, and ſubmit to my Fate; 
And fain would repent ; but I find it too late: 
If Death then, alas ! is to be my Reward, 
Why then I muſt die—but, by Jove, Fl die hard. 
Mz:/s Stephenſon. | | 
dince to Lengths ſo unbounded his Malice he carry'd, 
To hang him were Kindneſs — 
- Miſs Norris. 
No; let him be marry'd 
To ſome muſty old Maid, that's the De'il of a Shrew, 
That will ſcold him | 
Miſs Stephenſon. 
—and beat him— 
Mijs Norris. 
—and cuckold him too. 
Both together. 


To ſome muſty old Maid, that's the De'il of a Shrew, 


That will ſcold him, and beat him, and cuckold him too. 
f SONG 


* 
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SON G LXXXVI. 
In the Chaplet. 


Smart? 
What Lethe can baniſn the Pain? 


What Cure can be met with to ſooth the fond Heart 


That's broke by a faithleſs young Swain. 


In hopes to forget him, how vainly I try 
The Sports of the Wake and the Green! 
When Colin is dancing, I ſay, with a Sigh, 
'T'was here firſt my Damon was ſeen. 


When to the pale Moon the ſoft. Nightingales moan 


In Accents ſo piercing and clear; 


\ You ſing not ſo ſweetly, I cry, with a Groan, 


As when my dear Damon was here. 


A Garland of Willow my Tons ſhall ſhade, 
And pluck it, ye Nymphs, from yon Grove; 


For there, to her Coſt, was poor Laura betray'd, 


And Damon pretended to love. 


SONG ein. 


ICK of the Town, at once J flew 
) To Contemplation's rural Seat ; 
Adieu, ſaid I, vain World, adieu, 

Fools only ſtudy to be great: 
The Book, the Lamp, the Hermit's Cell, 
The moſs-grown Roof, the matted Floor; 
All theſe IJ had—'twas mighty well; 

But yet I wanted ſomething more ; 

Yet I wanted, yet I wanted, 
But yet I wanted ſomething more. 
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Back to the buſy World again 

I ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Faſe for imaginary Pain, 

Quiet of Heart, and Peace of Mind: 
Gay Scenes of Grandeur ev'ry Hour, 


s keen By turns my fickle Fancy fill ; 
The World ſeem'd all within my Pow'r; 
ww But yet I wanted ſomething till, 


But yet I wanted ſomething till. 


Cities and Groves by turns were try'd ; 
'Twas all, ye fair, an idle Tale: 
Celia at length became a Bride, 
A Bride to Damon of the Vale: 
All Nature ſmil'd ; the Gloom was clear'd ; 
moan Damon was kind —I can't tell how; 
Each Place a Paradiſe appear'd ; 
And Celia wanted nothing now ; 
Celia wanted, Celia wanted, 
And Celia wanted nothing now. 


SON G LXXXVIIL 
Runtar Link © 


H OW happy is the Maid 
Who lives a rural Life! 
By no falſe Views betray d, 

To know domeſtic Strife: 
No Paſſion ſways her Mind, 

Or Wiſhes to be great; 
To humble Hope confin'd, 
She ſhuns the flatt'ring Bait. 


Her Soul with cold Diſdain, 
Above the Pomp of Pride, 
Beholds the rich and vain 


In gilded Fetters ty'd ; 


Back 
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While Titles, Wealth, and Pow'r 

The gaudy Scene diſplay, 
And Pageants of an Hour 

In Darkneſs glide away. 
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But if ſome gentle Boy 
Her faithful Boſom ſhare, 
He doubles all her 
And leſlens all her Care: 
Their Moments on the Wing 

The mutual Bliſs improve, 
And give perpetual Spring 

To Virtue, Truth, and Love. 


SON G LXXXIX. 


USV, curious, thirſty Fly, | 
Drink with me, and drink as I; 
Freely welcome to my Cup, 

Could'ſt thou fip and fip it up: 
Make the moſt of Liſe you may; 
Life is ſhort and wear: away, 

Life is ſhort and wears away. 


Both alike are mine and thine, 
Haſten quick to their Decline ; 
Thine's a Summer, mine's no more, 
Tho' repeated to threeſcore: 

Threeſcore Summers, when they're gone, 
Will appear as ſhort as one, 

Will appear as ſhort as one. 


S M ( 
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AN Love be controul'd by Advice? 
Can Madneſs and Reaſon agree ? 
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O Molly! who'd ever be wiſe 
If. Madneſs is loving of thee ? 
Let Sages pretend to deſpiſe 
The Joys they want Spirits to taſte ; 
Let me ſeize old Time as he flies, 
And the Bleſſings of Life while they laſt. 


Dull Wiſdom but adds to our Cares; 
Briſæ Love will improve ev'ry Joy: 
Too ſoon we may meet with grey Hairs; 
Too late may repent being coy : 
Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay 
Till our beſt Blood begins to run cold ? 
Our Youth we can have but to-day ; 
We may always find Time to grow old. 


SONG XCL 


ANTHE the lovely, the Joy of the Plain, 
By Iphis was lov'd, and lov'd Iphis again 
She liv'd in the Youth, and the Youth in the fair; 
Their Pleaſure was equal, and equal their Care; 
No Time nor Enjoyment their Dotage withdrew, 
But the longer they liv'd ſtill the fonder they grew; 


| No Time nor Enjoyment their Dotage withdrew, _ 
But the longer they liv'd fill the fonder they grew. 


| A Paſlion ſo happy alarm'd all the Plain: 


Some envy'd the Nymph ; but more envy'd the Swain: 
Some ſwore *twou'd be Pity their Loves to invade ; 


| That the Lovers alone for each other were made: 
| But all, all conſented that none ever knew r 
| A Nymph yet ſo kind, or a Shepherd to true; 


But all, all, &c. 


Love faw them with Pleaſure; and vow'd to take care 
Of the faithful, the tender, the innocent Pair: 
| | F 4 


What 


100 


What either did want he bid either to move; 

But they wanted nothing but ever to love ; 

Said 'twas all that to pleaſe them his Godhead cou'd do, 
That they ſtill might be kind, and ſtill might be true; 
Said 'twas all that to pleaſe them his Godhead cou'd do, 
That they ſtill might be kind, and ſtill might be true. 


SONG XCII. 


1 F Truth can fix thy wav'ring Heart, 
Let Damon urge his Claim; 
He feels the Paſſion void of Art, 
The pure and conſtant Flame. 


The ſighing Swains their Anguiſh tell; 
Their ſenſual Love contenn; 
They only prize the beauteous Shell, 
But ſlight the inward Gem. 


SONG XCIIL 


V fair, ye Swains, is gone aſtray ; 
4 The little Wand'rer loſt her Way, 
In gath'ring Flow'rs the other Day : 5 
Poor Phillis, poor Phillis, poor lovely Phillis. 


Ah! lead her home, ye gentle Swains, 
Who know an abſent Lover's Pains, 

And bring her ſafely o'er the Plains; | 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis, 


Conceive what Tortures rack my Mind; 
And, if you'll be ſo juſt and kind, 

I'll give you certain Marks to find 

My Phillis, &c. 
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rue. Not boldly bare, or half undreſs'd, 
| But under Cover ſlightly preſs'd, 


In ſecret plays the little Breaſt | 
Of Phillis, &c. 


When ſuch a heav'nly Voice you hear, 

As makes you think a Dryad near, 

Ah! ſeize her, and bring home my dear; 
'Tis Phillis, &c. . | 

The Nymph, whoſe Perſon, void of Art, | 

Has ev'ry Grace in ev'ry Part, 19 

With murd'ring Eyes, yet harmleſs Heart, | 
Is Phillis, &c. 


Whoſe Teeth are like an iv'ry Row, 11 
| Whoſe Skin is like the cleareſt Snow, x 


| Whoſe Face like—nothing that I know, WS ! 

Is Phillis, Kc. | 1 
But reſt, my Soul, and bleſs your Fate; 1 1 
The Gods, who form'd a Piece ſo neat, | | | 
| So juſt, exact, and ſo compleat, , 1 
As Phillis, &c. 9 


Proud of their Hit in ſuch a Flow'r, 

Which ſo exemplifies their Pow'r, 

Will guard, in ev'ry dang'rous Hour, 

My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. 


SONG XCIV. 


: TTEND, ye ever-tuneful Swains, 

: That, in melodious ſoothing Strains, 
„ Of Chloe fing, or Phillis; | 
„ F 3 Tho 


1 
Tho' weak my Skill, tho' rude my Verſe, 
Upbraid me not, while I rehearſe 
The Charms of Polly Willis. 


Tho' languid I, and poor in Thought, 
No Simile ſhall here be brought 

From Roſes, Pinks, or Lillies: 

Some meaner Beauties they may hit; 
But ſure no Simile can fit 

The Charms of Polly Willis. 


A Simile to match her Hair, 

Her lovely Forehead, high and fair, 
Beyond my greateſt Skill is; 

How then, ye Gods! can be expreſs'd 
'The Eyes, the Lips, the heaving Breaſt 
Of charming Polly Willis ? 


She's not like Venus on the Flood, 

Or as ſhe once on Ida ſtood, 

Nor mortal Amaryllis: | 

Frame all that's lovely, bright, and fair, 
Of pleaſing Shape, and killing Air, 

And that is Polly Willis. 


Tho' Time her Charms may wear away, 
All Beauty muſt in Time decay; 

Yet in her Pow'r there ſtill is | 
A Charm which ſhall her Life endure ; 

I mean the ſpotleſs Mind and pure 

Of charming Polly Willis. 


SONG XCV. 


V HO, to win a Woman's Favour, 
7 Would ſollicit long in vain ? 
Who, to gain a Moment's Pleaſure, 
Would endure an Age of Pain? 
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Vainly toying, ne'er enjoying, 
Fleas'd with ſuing, fond of Ruin, 
Made the Martyr of Diſdain, 
Made the Martyr of Diſdain. 


Give to me the handſome: Rover, 
Whom a gen'rous Temper warms ; 

Kindly uſing ev'ry Lover; 
Well-beſtowing all her Charms : 

Never flying, but complying ; 

Frank and eaſy, glad to pleaſe ye: 
Throw me then into her Arms, 
Throw me then into her Arms. 


SONG XCVI. 


OF T Invader of my Soul, 

Love, who can thy Pow'r controul ? 
Fo that haunt Earth, Air, and Sea, 
| Own thy Force, and bow to thee : 
All the dear enchanting Day, 


| | Celia ſteals my Heart away; 


; 


Vaints 


All the tedious live-long Night, 

| Celis ſwims before my Sight: 
ET happy were the Swain, 
Wo might ſuch a Prize obtain! 
Other Joys he need not prove, 
less d enough in Celia's Love. 


at that temptingly beguile, 

| Sucking Eyes, and dimpling Smule ; 
| Ev'ry Charm, and ev'ry Grace, 

| Dwells on charming Celia's Face: 
open, gen'rous, free from Art; 
Virtue lives within her Heart: 


F 4 
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Modeſty and Truth combin'd 
Suit her Perſon to her Mind: 
Happy, happy were the Swain, 
Who might ſach a Prize obtain! 
Other Joys he need not prove, 
Bleft enough in Celia's Love. 


SONG XCVI. 


E T me wander not unſeen 
By hedge-row Elm, ot Willow green; 
There the Plowman, near at hand, | 
Whiſtles o'er the forrow'd Land ; 
'There the Plowman, near at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd Land: 
And the Milkmaid ſingeth blithe, 
And the Mower whets his Scythe ; 
While ev'ry Shepherd tells his Tale 
Under the Hawthorn in the Vale; E 
While ev'ry Shepherd tells his Tale 
Under the Hawthorn in the Vale. 


SONG XCVIIL 


Set by Mr, Stanley. 


V HAT beauteous Scenes enchant my 91 
How cloſely yonder Vine 
Does round that Elm's ſupporting Height 
Its wanton Ringlets twine ! | 
That Elm (no more a barren Shade) 
Is with its Cluſters crown'd ; 
And that fair Vine without its Aid 
Had crept along the Ground, 
Had crept along the Ground. 
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Let this, my fair one, move thy Heart 
Connubial Joys to prove ; 

Yet mark what Care and Age impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on Love: 

Know thy own Bliſs, and joy to hear 
Vertumnus loves thy Charms, 

The youthful God that rules the Year, 
And keeps thy Groves from Harms, 
And keeps thy Groves from Harms. 


While ſome with ſhort-liv'd Paſſions glow, 
His Love remains the ſame ; 


On him alone thy Heart beſtow, 


And cool his conſtant Flame : 


So ſhall no Froſt's untimely Pow'r 


Deform the blooming Spring ; 


So ſhall thy Trees, from Blaſts ſecure, 


Their wonted Tribute bring, 
Their wonted Tribute bring. 


SONG XCIX. 


E Nymphs, who know the pleaſing Smart, 
The gentle-feeling Pains, 


; When Love informs the glowing Heart, 


And darts along the Veins, 


Direct an unexperienc'd fair 


To ſhun the ſoft alluring Snare, 
And conquer the Arts of my Strephon. 


| Screen'd from the Sun's too-pow'rful Ray 


In yonder conſcious Shade, 


| I fing a pity-moving Lay 


Of ſome too-cruel Maid ; 


g And in the Language of my Eyes 
I read the Thoughts I would diſguiſe: 


Oh! what can J think of my Strephon ? 
F 5 | 


The 
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The genial Spring adorns the Groves ; 
The Kids and Lambkins play ; 

The Warblers tell their little Loves 
On ev'ry blooming Spray : 

He cry'd, can Chloe ſee all this, 

And not conſent to toy and kiſs? 
Ohl]. what can I think of my Strephon ? 


His Voice delights my liſt'ning Ear, 
His graceful Mein my Eye; 

J bluſh, when I behold him near; 
Whene'er he's abſent, ſigh: 

Then a'n't I in a hopeful Way? 

For ſure the Victor of the Day 
Will be the all-conquering Strephon. 


S . 


Love and WIN E zu Alliance.” 


W ILE Phillis is drinking, Love and Wine in 


Alliance, 
With Forces united, bid reſiſtleſs Defiance; 
Each Touch of her Lips makes the Wine ſparkle higher, 
And her Ey es by her drinking redouble their Fire, 
And her Eyes by her drinking redouble their Fire. 


Her Cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their Colour, 

As Flowers with ſprinkling revive with freſh Odour ; 

His Dart dipp'd in Wine, Love wounds beyond curing, 

And the Liquor, like Oyl, makes the Flame more en- 
during, 


And the Liquor, like Oyl, &c. 


By Cordials of Wine, Love is kept from expiring ; 
And cur Mirth is enliven'd by Love and deſiring, 
| Relieving 
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My raviſh'd Fancy, in a Maze, 


Deluſive Dreams ten thouſand Ways 
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Relieving each other : The Pleaſure is laſting, 


And we never are cloy'd, yet are ever a taſting, 
And we never, Kc. 5 


Then, Phillis, begin, let our Raptures bon 
And a Kiſs and a Glaſs be ſtill going round: 

Our Joys are immortal, while thus we remove 
From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle to Love, 
From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle to Love. 


'SO NG: EL, 


Bell! thy Looks have pierc'd my Heart, 
O J paſs the Day in Pain; 
When Night returns, I feel the Smart, 
And wiſh for thee in vain: 
I'm ftarving cold, while thou art warm ; 
Have Pity, and incline, 
And grant me for a Hap 
That charming Petticoat of thine ; 
And grant me for a Hap _ 
That charming Petticoat of thine. 


Still wanders o'er thy Charms; 


Preſent thee to my Arms; 

But waking think what I endure, 
While cruel you decline 

Thoſe Pleaſures which can only cure 
This panting Breaſt of mine; 

Thoſe Pleaſures, &c. 


I faint, I fail, and wildly rove, 
Becauſe you ſtill deny 

The juſt Reward that's due to Love, 
And let trug-Paſhon die: 


= (28 1 


Oh! turn, and let Compaſſion ſeize 
That lovely Breaſt of thine : 

Thy Petticoat would give me Eaſe, 
If thou and it were mine ; 

Thy Petticoat would give me Eaſe, 
If thou and it were mine. 


Sure Heav'n has fitted for Delight 
That beauteous Form of thine, 

And thou'rt too good its Law to ſlight, 
By hind'ring the Deſign : 

May all the Pow'rs of Love agree, 
At length, to make thee mine, 

Or looſe my Bands, and ſet me free 
From ev'ry Charm of thine ; 

Or looſe my Bands, and ſet me free 
From ev'ry Charm of thine. 


SONG CIL 


The TIPLING PHILOSOPHER. 


D IOGENES, ſurly and proud, 
Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon Youth, 
Delighted in Wine that was good, 
Becauſe in good Wine there was 'Truth ; 
But, growing as poor as was Job, 
Unable to purchaſe a Flaſk, 
He choſe for his Manſion a Tub, 
And liv'd by the Scent of the Caſk, 
And liv'd by the Scent of the Caſk. 


Heraclitus ne er would deny 

A Bumper to cheriſh his Heart; 

And when he was maudlin would cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his Quart: 
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Tho' ſome are ſo fooliſh to think 

He wept at Men's Follies and Vice, 
"Twas only his Cuſtom to drink 

Till the Liquor flow'd out of his Eyes, 

Till the Liquor, Ke. 


Democritus always was glad 
To tipple, and cheriſh his Soul; 
Wou'd laugh, like a Man that was mad, 
When over a full flowing Bowl: 
As long as his Cellar was ftor'd, 
The Liquor he'd merrily quaff; 
And, when he was drunk as a Lord, 
At them that were ſober he'd laugh, 
At them, &c. 


| Wiſe Solon, who carefully gave 

Good Laws unto Athens of old, 

And thought the rich Crœſus a Slave 

("Tho' a King) to his Coffers of Gold, 
He delighted in plentiful Bowls; 

But, drinking, much Talk would ee 
| Becauſe *twas the Cuſtom of Fools 

To prattle much over their Wine, 

To prattle, &c. 


Old Socrates ne'er was content, 
Till a Bottle had heighten'd his Joys, 
J Who in's Cups to the Oracle went, 
Or he ne'er had been counted fo wiſe: 
Late Hours he moſt certainly lov'd, 
Made Wine the Delight of his Life, 
Or Xantippe would never have prov'd 
Such a damnable Scold of a Wife, 
Such a damnable, &c. 


2 Theophraſtus, 
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Theophraſtus, that eloquent Sage, 
By Athens ſo greatly ador'd, 
With a Bottle would boldly engage; 
When mellow, was briſk as a Bird ; 
Would chat, tell a Story, and jeſt, 
Moſt pleaſantly over a Glaſs, 
And thought a dumb Gueſt at a Feaſt 
But a dull philoſophical Aſs, 
But a dull, &c. 


Grave Seneca, fam'd for his Parts, 
Who tutor'd the Bully of Rome, 
Grew wile o'er his Dups and his Quarts, 
Which he drank like a Miſer at home; 


To the laſt, (we may truly aver it) 
He tinctur'd his Bath with his Blood, 
So fancy'd he dy'd in his Claret, 

So fancy'd, &c. 


Pythag'ras did Silence enjoin 

On his Pupils, who Wiſdom would ſeek, 
Becauſe that he tippled good Wine, 

Till himſelf was unable to ſpeak; 
And when he was whimſical grown, 

With fipping his plentiful Bo wls, 
By the Strength of the Juice in his Crown 
He concerv'd Tranſmigration of Souls, 
He conceiv'd, Kc. 


Copernicus too, like the reſt, 
Believ'd there was Wiſdom in Wine, 
And thought that a Cup of the beſt 
Made Reaſon the brighter to ſhine: 


And, to ſhew he lov'd Wine that was good 


With IF 


With Wine 
And ma 
Then fanc' 
Turn'd : 
Turn'd : 


Anaxarchu 
By Peftl 
Yet ſcorn'd 
Should \ 
But ſare h. 
And dra 
Or the Str 
I fear w 
I: fear, 


Ariſtotle, 


Had bes 


| And what 


Is due t. 


| His Belly, 


Was as 


| He therefc 


Becauſe 
Becauſe 


| When Pyr 


He ſaw 


| Exatly th 


Before | 


For Thing 


Which, 


| Occafion'd 


There 


There 


Vith 


"WW 
With Wine he repleniſh'd his Veins, 
And made his Philoſophy reel ; 
Then fancy'd'the World, like his Brains, 
Turn'd round like a Chariot Wheel, 
Turn'd round, &c. 


Anaxarchus, more patient than Job, 
By Peſtles was pounded to Death; 
Yet ſcorn'd that a Groan or a Sob 
Should waſtc the Remains of his Breath: 
But ſare he was free with his Glaſs, 
And drank to a Pitch of Difdain, 
Or the Strength of his Wiſdom, alas! 
I fear would have flinch d with the Pain, 
1 fear, &c. 


Ariſtotle, that Maſter of Arts, 


Had beer but a Dunce without Wine; 


And what we aſcribe to his Parts 


Is due to the Juice of the Vine: — 


His Belly, moſt Writers agree, 


Was as big as a watering Trough; 


He therefore leap'd into the Sea, 


Becauſe hie d have Liquor enough, 
Becaule, &C. 


| When Pyrrho had taken a Glaſs, 


He ſaw tnat no Object appear'd | 25 


| Exactly the ſame as it was 


Betore he had liquor'd his Beard ; 


For Things running round in his Drink, 


Which, ſober, he motionleſs found, 


Occaſion'd the Sceptic to think 


There was nothing of Truth to be found; 
There was, &c. 


Old 


1 

Old Plato was reckon'd divine; 

He fondly to Wiſdom was prone; 
But had it not been for good Wine, 

His Merits had never been known: 
By Wine we are generous made; 

It furniſhes Fancy with Wings; 
Without it we ne'er ſhould have had 

Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings ; 

Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. 


SONG CI, 
FEMALE FORTITUDE. 


OUNG Daphne, brighteſt Creature 
That e'er did Heart enſnare, 
Was bleſt with all that Nature 
Could laviſh on the fair: 
For her each Youth did languiſh, 
And told their am'rous Smart; 
What tho' ſhe mock'd their Anguiſh, 
Yet Strephon won her Heart, 
Yet Strephon won her Heart. 


The Stripling ſwore for ever 
He'd true and conſtant prove; 
He was a Vouth ſo clever, | 
That ſhe repaid his Love; 
But Death, their Joys reſenting, 
Of Strephon made a Prize : 
Oh ! Powers unrelenting ! 
To cloſe the Shepherd's Eyes ! 
To cloſe the Shepherd's Eyes ! 


Now ſobbing, pining, crying, 

The beauteons Widow ran, 

And vow'd in endleſs ſighing 
To weep her conſtant Man: 


But 
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But Corydon, the Rover, 
To court her did prepare, 
And thought another Lover 
Might not diſpleaſe the fair, 
Might not diſpleaſe the fair. 


With Boldneſs he advances; 
The fair his Love denies, 
Till irreſiſtleſs Glances 
Shot flaſhing from his Eyes: 
With Oaths and Vows aſſailing, 
Hie wipes each tear-ſwoln Cheek, 
Until his Love prevailing 
He weds her in a Week, 
He weds her in a Week. 


SONG CIV. 


S Celadon once from his Cottage did ſtray, 
| To court his dear Jug on a Hillock of Hay, 
What awkward Confuſion oppreſt the poor Swain, 
When thus he deliver'd his Paſſion in van ! : 


O Joy of my Heart! and Delight of my Eyes! 
| Sweet Jug, tis for thee faithful Celadon dies; 
My Pipe I've forſaken, tho' reckon'd ſo ſweet, 
And, ſleeping or waking, thy Name I repeat. 


When Swains to an Alehouſe by Force do me lug, 
' Inftead of a Pitcher, I call for a Jug; 

And (ure you can't chide at repeating your Name, 
When the Nightingale ev'ry Night does the ſame. 


Sweet Jug, he a hundred Times o'er does repeat, 
Which makes People ſay that his Voice is ſo ſweet: 
Ah! why doſt thou laugh at my ſorrowful Tale? 

Too well I'm aſſur'd that my Words won't prevail. 


For 


EMC] 
For Roger the Thatcher poſſeſſes thy Breaſt, 
As he at our laſt Harveſt Supper confeſt: 
I own it, ſays Jug; he has gotten my Heart; 
His long curling Hair looks ſo pretty and ſmart. 


His Eyes are ſo black, and his Cheeks are ſo red, 
They prevail more with me than all you have ſaid: 
'Tho' you court me, and kiſs me, and do all you can, 
*T'will ſignify nothing; for Roger's the Man, 


SONG CV. 
The SWAIN BY THE SIDE OF A STREAM. 


N a pleaſant rich Vale, by a ſweet cryſtal Stream, 

1 Reflecting new Glories to Phœbus's Beam, 

There liv'd a young Shepherd, ſecluded from Care, 
And a Stranger to Vices, which great ones enſnare ; 

He minded his Bus'neſs, he tended his Sheep, 

And ſtill in ſome uſeful Employment would keep. 


His Pleaſure was always unmingled with Pain, 

Nor felt he the Wounds of which Lovers complain; 

Ambition had never yet enter'd his Breaſt ; 

He dwelt in a Cottage, contented and bleſt; 

About Folks in high Stations ne'er troubled his Head; 
But his Care was to live without begging his Bread: 


A. Damſel, the Pride of the neighbouring Plain, 
Fair Daphne, who oft had been courted in vain, 
Watch'd ev'ry Occafion to lie in his Way, 

And made it her Bus'neſs his Heart to betray ; 
Whene'er ſhe paſs'd by him, ſhe deign'd him a Glance, 
And frequently paid him a Viſit—by Chance. 


At length ſhe, with ſeeming Reluctance, wou'd ſit 


On his Knee, and ſome innocent Freedoms —_— 5 
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Till by little and little ſhe gain'd his Eſteem, 
And in his young, Boſom had kindled a Flame: 


Thus his innocent Heart ſhe too eaſily won, 
Who thought that no Falſhood was under the Zun. 


But as ſoon as ſhe found ſhe had gotten his Heart, 
She laugh'd at his Pain, and derided his Smart ; 

His honeſt warm Paſſfon now ſlights with Diſdain, 
And boaſts of her Conqueſt all over the Plain: 

He ſighs at her Feet ; but ſhe treats him with Scorn, 
And leaves him unpity'd, and hopeleſs, to mourn. 


Take heed, ye young Sparks, then, of Britain's gay Ile, 
How your Hearts ye let go, for a Look or a Smile; 

Beware whom ye truſt over theſe to prevail; _— 
For you'll find a falſe Daphne in ev'ry Vale, © WW 
Who forward to favour your Courtſhip may ſeem: - AM 
But remember the Swain by the Side of the Stream, 


SONG CVI. 


E Nymphs of the Plain, who once ſaw me ſo gay, 
You aſk, why in Sorrow I ſpend the whole Day? 

Tis Love, cruel Love, that my Peace did betray : ' 
Then crown your poor Phillis with Willow. 


The Bloom, which once grac'd, has deſerted this Cheek; 
My Eyes no more ſparkle, my Tongue can ſcarce ſpeak ; 


Then crown your poor Phillis with Willow. 


Ye Lovers ſo true, that attend on my Bier, 

And think that my Fortune has prov'd too ſevere, 

Ah! curb not the Sigh, nor refuſe the kind Tear: 
Then ſtrew all the Place round with Willow. 
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Erect me a Tomb, and engrave on its Side, 
Here hes a poor Maiden, whoſe Love was deny'd: 


A Clock ol 
Doth but b 


She ſtrove to endure it; but could not, and dy d: The 31 
Then ſhade it with Cypreſs and Willow. For unlels, 
The Pendu 
'Twou'd 
SONG CVI. 
E AR Chloe, attend 

To th' Advice of a Friend, WIr 
And for once be admoniſh'd by me: * 
Before you engage | e tun'd u 
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A Clock out of Repair 
Doth but badly declare 
The Hour of the Day or the Night; 
For unleſs, my dear Love, 
The Pendulum move, 


Twou'd be Wer if the Clock ſhould go right. 


SONG CVIIL 


HEN Orpheus went down to the Regions below, 
Which Men are forbidden to ſee, 
e tun'd up his Lyre, as old Hiſtories TOs 
To ſet his Eurydice free, 
To ſet his Eurydice free. 


All Hell was aftoniſh'd a Perſon ſo wiſe 
Should raſhly endanger his Life, 


And venture ſo far but how vaſt their Surprize, 
When they heard that he came for his Wife ! 


When they heard, &c, 


To find out a Puniſhment due to the Fault, 


Old Pluto had puzzled his Brain ; 


But Hell had not Torments ſufficient he thought; 


So he gave him his Wife back an, 
So he gave him, &c. 


[But Pity ſucceeding ſoon vanquiſh'd his Heart ; 


And, pleas'd with his playing ſo well, 


He took her again, in reward of his Art: 


Such Power had Muſic in Hell! 
Such Power had Muſic in Hell! 


SONG M. 


2 EN Orpheus went down to the Regions below, 
To bring back the Wife that he lov'd, _ 
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Old Pluto confounded, as Hiſtories ſay, 


To find that his Muſic ſo mov'd, 
To find that his Muſic ſo mov'd. 


That a Woman ſo good, ſo virtuous, and fair, 
Shou'd be by a Man thus trepann'd, 

To give up her Freedom for Sorrow and Care 
He own'd ſhe deſerv'd to be damn'd, 
He own'd, &c. 


For Puniſhment he never ſtudy'd a whit; 
The Torments of Hell had not Pain 

Sufficient to curſe her—ſo Pluto thought fit 
Her Huſband ſhould have her again, 
Her Huſband, &c. - 


But ſoon he compaſſion'd the Woman's hard Fate, 
And, knowing of Mankind ſo well, 

He recall'd her again, before *twas too late, 
And faid ſhe'd be happier in Hell, 
And ſaid ſhe'd be happier in Hell. 


SONG CX. 


OW happy a State does a Miller poſſeſs, 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be leſs! 
On his Mill and himſelf he depends for Support, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at Court: 
What tho' he all duſty and whiten'd does go ? 
The more he's bepowder'd the more like a Beau: 
A Clown in this Dreſs may be honeſter far 
Than a Courtier who ſtruts with his Garter and Star, 
'Than a Courtier who ftruts with his Garter and Star. 


Tho' his Hands are ſo daub'd they're not fit to be ſeen, 
The Hands of his Betters are not very clean: 
A Palm more polite may as dirtily deal : 


Gold in handling will ſtick to the Fingers like Meal: 
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hat if, when a Pudding for Dinner he lacks, 


He cribs, without Scruple, from other Men's Sacks ? 
In this of right noble Example he brags, 


ho borrow as freely from other Men's Bags, 


ho borrow, &c. 


Dr ſhould he endeavour to heap an Eſtate, 

In this too he'd mimic the Tools of the State, 
Vhoſe Aim is alone their own Coffers to fill, 
As all his Concern's to bring Griſt to his Mill: 


and down when he's weary contended does lie; 
hen riſes up chearful to work and to ling : 

{ſo happy's a Miller, then who'd be a King? 
If ſo happy's a Miller, then who'd be a King ? 


SONG Un. 
Set by Mr. Defeſch. 


| FARK, Daphvre, from the Hawthorn Buſt 
1 The ſpotted Finches ſing; 

In artleſs Notes the merry Thruſn 

| oalutes the blooming Spring: 

On verdant Bed the Vrlet lies, 

| To woo the weſtern Gale; 

While tow'ring Lillies meet our Eyes, 

> Like love-ſick Virgins pale. 


The Rill that guſhes o'er the Shore 
Winds murm'ring thro” the Glade ; 
So heart-ſtruck Thyrſis tells his Moan, 
To win his clay-cold Maid: 

The golden Sun, in freſh Array, 
Flames forward on the Sphere; 
Hround the May-pole Shepherds play, 
Iso hail the flow'ry Year. | 


He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry, 
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Say, ſhall we taſte the breezy Air, 
Or wander through the Grove ; 
There talk of Sylvia's wild Deſpair, 


3 The Prey of lawleſs Love? | Y 1] 
ii Ah! no, ſhe cries, o'er Sylvia's Fall M W 
4 Exult not, tho' 'twas juſt; | Ten thou 
= Daſh not the Sinner's Name with Gall, Sure neve 
2" Nor triumph o'er her Duſt. | But now i 
= True Virtue ſcorns to fling the Dart, e pe 
4 Herſelf above all Fear; be, = 
$ When Juſtice ſtings the guilty Heart, —M 
2 She drops the gen'rous Tear: | 
T hen own, ye Nymphs, this god-like Truth The Four 
Is on your Hearts impreſt; And danc 
* On brighteſt Patterns form your Vouth, | Thou kno 

And be for ever bleſt. Twas Ple 
A An Il 2 
4 SONG CXIL - | Muſt you 
#F * OVE's a gentle gen'rous Paſſion, | Peace ther 
4 4 Source of all ſublime Delights, 1 
Which with mutual Inclination ; My Dog! 
=: Two fond Hearts in one unites, | Come wag 
1 Two fond Hearts in one unites. And Phœt 
1 | Come hith 
WT What are Titles, Pomp, or Riches, But now, 


If compar'd with true Content ? 
That falſe Joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd, we may repent, 
When obtain'd, we may repent. 


Cry, Sirra 
And I'll gi 
Be as dull 


Lawleſs Paſſion brings Vexation; . bi 
But a chaſte and conſtant Love . Wi. J ark, 
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Of the bliſsful State above, : —_ chirp 
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Y Time, O ye Muſes, was happily ſpent, 
When Phoebe went with m wherever I went; 
Ten thouſand ſoft Pleaſures I felt in my Breaſt ; 
Sure never fond Shepherd like Colin was bleſt ! 
| But now ſhe is gone, and has left me behind, 
What a marvellous Change on a ſudden I find! 
When Things were as fine as could poſſibly be, 
I thought it was Spring ; but, alas! it was ſhe. 


The Fountain that us'd to run ſweetly along, 

And dance to ſoft Murmurs the Pebbles among, 
Thou know'ft, little Cupid, if Phoebe was there, 
"Twas Pleaſure to look at, twas Muſic to hear: 

| But, now ſhe is abſent, I walk by its Side, 

And ſtill as it murmurs do nothing but chide; 

{ Muſt you be ſo chearful, whilft I go in Pain? 

Peace there with your bubbling, and hear me complain. 


My Dog I was ever well-pleaſed to ſee 

Come wagging his Tail to my fair one and me; 
And Phoebe was pleas'd too, and to my Dog ſaid, 
Come hither, poor Fellow, and patted his Head : 
But now, when he's fawning, I with a ſour Look 
Cry, Sirrah, and give him a Blow with my Crook; 
And [I'll give him another; for why ſhould not Tray 
Be as dull as his Maſter, when Phcebe's away ? 


Sweet Muſic went with us both all the Wood thro), 
The Lark, Linnet, Throſtle, and Nightingale too; 
b Winds over us whiſper'd, Flocks by us did bleat, 
And chirp went the Graſshopper under our Feet: 
N But now ſhe is abſent, tho? ſtill they ſing on, 
The Woods are but lonely, the Melody's gone; 
N G Her 


[499] 


| Her Voice in the Concert, as now I have found, 
Gave ev'ry thing elſe its agreeable Sound. 


Will no pitying Power, that hears me complain, 
Or cure my Diſquiet, or ſoften my Pain? 

To be cur'd, thou muſt, Colin, thy Paſſion remove; 
But what Swain is ſo filly to live without Love? 
No, Deity, bid the dear Nymph to return; 

For ne' er was poor Shepherd ſo ſadly forlorn: 

Ah! what ſhall I do? I ſhall die with Deſpair: 
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S O. N. G CXLIV. 
TELLA and Flavia, ev'ry Hour, 


Do various Hearts ſurprize ; 

In Stella's Soul 1s all her Pow' r, 

| And Flavia's in her Eyes: 

7 More boundleſs Flavia's Conqueſts are, 
Y And Stella's more confin'd:; 

All can diſcern. a Face that's Fr, 
But few a heav oy Mind. 
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Stella, like Britain's ena. reigns. 
O'er cultivated Lands : 
Like eaſtern Tyrants, F lavia deigns 
To rule o'er barren Sands: 
Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy Face, 
Thy Beauty's only Store; 
Each Day that makes thy Charms decreaſe 
Will give to Stella more. 


SON. 
The HIGHLAND LADDY, 


\HE lawland Lads think they are fine ; 
But O they're vain and idle gaudy ; 


Take heed, all ye Swains, how you love one ſo fair, 


How mui 
And m 
O my bo 
My. ha 
May He: 
The la 


If I were 
T6 be 
I'd take 
With F 
O my bo 


The brav 
In a' h 
Compar'd 
He's fu 
O my boi 


Oer bent 


And le: 


| Frae Win 


He'll ſc 


| O my bor 
A painted 


May pl 


But I can 


Behind 


| O my bor 


| Few Comp 


I ca? hi 


And he ca 


Sine ro\ 


| O my bon 
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How much unlike the graceful Mein 
And manly Looks of my highland Lady 1 
O my bonny, bonny highland Laddy, 
My handſome, ſmiling highland Laddy; 
May Heav'n ſtill guard, and Love reward, 
The lawland Laſs and her highland Laddy. 


If I were free at Will to chooſe 
T6 be the wealthieſt lawland Lady, 
I'd take young Donald without Trews, 
With Bonnet blue and belted Plaidy : 
O my bonny, &c. 


The braweſt Beau in Burrowſtown, 
In a' his Airs with Art made ready, 
Compar'd to him is but a Clown ; 
He's finer far in's tartan Plaidy : 
O my bonny, &c. | 


| Ofer benty Hill with him T'll run, 


And leave my lawland Kin and Daddy; 


| Frae Winter's Cauld and Summer's Sun 


He'll ſcreen me with his highland Plaidy: 


O my bonny, Kc. 
A painted Room, and filken Bed, 


May pleaſe a lawland Laird and Lady 


But I can kiſs, and be as glad 


Behind a Buſh in's highland Plaidy : 


O my bonny, &c. 


| Few Compliments between us paſs ; 


I ca' him my dear highland Laddy, 


And he ca's me his lawland Laſs, 


vine rows me in beneath his Plaidy : 


Jo my bonny, &c. 
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Nae greater Joy I'll e'er pretend, 
Than that his Love prove true and ſteady, 


Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end 


While Heav'n preſerves my highland Laddy : 
O my bonny, &c. 


SONG CXVI 
1 * Laſs that would know how to manage à Man, 


Let her liſten, and learn it from me, 
His Courage to quell, or his Heart to trepan, 
As the Time and Occaſion agree. 


The Girl that has Beauty, tho' ſmall be her Wit, 
May wheedle the Clown or the Beau, 

The Rake may repel, or may draw in the Cit, 
By the Uſe of the pretty Word no. 


When powder'd Toupees all around are in chat, 
Each ſtriving his Paſſion to ſhow, 

With kiſs me, and love me, my dear, and all that, 
Let her Anſwer to all be, oh, no. 


When a Doſe is contriv'd to lay Virtue aſleep, 
A Preſent, a Treat, or a Ball, 

She ſtill muſt refuſe, if her Empire ſhe'd keep, 
And no be her Anſwer to all. 


But when Mr. Dapperwit offers his Hand, 
Her Partner in Wedlock to go, 

With a Horſe, and a Coach, and a Jointure in Land, 
She's an Idiot if then ſhe ſays no, 


But if ſhe's attack d by a Youth full of Charms, 


Whoſe Courtſhip proclaims him a Man, 


| When preſs'd to his Boſom, and claſp'd in his Arms, 


Then let her ſay no, if ſhe can. 


LL i 

TI 

When blac 
Oh! wh 
Tell me, 3 
If my ſwee 


William, v 
Rock'd \ 
Soon as he! 
He figh' 
The Cord 
And quick 


So the Swe 

Shuts clc 
If chance h 
And dro; 


The noblef 
Might envy 


O Suſan! 8 
My Von 
Let me wip 
We only 
Change as 


The faithfu 


Believe not 


| Who tem 
| [They'll tell 


In ev ry 


; Les, yes, b 


For thou ar 
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SONG CXVII. 


LL in the Downs the Fleet was moor'd, 
The Streamers waving in the Wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Oh! where ſhall I my 'True-love find? 
Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails among the Crew? 


William, who high upon the Yard 
Rock'd with the Billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known Voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd, and caſt his Eyes below; 
The Cord flies ſwiftly thro' his glowing Hands, 
And quick as Lightning on the Deck he ſtands. 


So the Sweet Lark, high pois'd in Air, 
Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt, 
If chance his Mate's ſhrill Voice he hear, 
| And drops at once into her Neſt: . 
[The nobleft Captain in the Britiſh Fleet 
Might envy William's Lips thoſe Kiſſes ſweet. 


Man, 


lat, 


O Suſan! Suſan! lovely dear! 
My Vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling Tear; 
Me only part to meet again: 
Change as ye liſt, ye Winds, my Heart ſhall be 
The faithful Compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 
Land, Believe not what the Landmen ſay, 
Who tempt wita Doubts thy conſtant Mind; 
{They'll tell thee Sailors, when away, 
| In ev'ry Port a Miſtreſs find: | 
Arms, Les, yes, believe them, when they tell thee ſo, 
kor thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


1 
1 
# 
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Tf to fair India's Coaſt we ſail, 

Thine Eyes are ſeen in Di'monds bright; 
Thy Breath is Afric's ſpicy Gale; 

Thy Skin is Ivory ſo white: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous Object that I vier 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charm of lovely Sue. 


Tho' Battle calls me from thy Arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan: mourn ; 

Tho' Cannons roar, yet ſafe from Harms 
William ſhall to his dear return: 

Love turns aſide the Balls that round me fly, 


Left precious Tears ſhould drop from Suſan's Eye. 


The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 
The Sails their ſwelling Boſoms ſpread ; 


No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board; 


They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his Head: 
Her leſs'ning Boat unwilling rows to Land; 


| bf Adieu, ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her lilly Hand. 


SONG CXVIII. 
8 muſing I rang'd in the Meads all alone, 


A beautiful Creature was making her Moan; 
Oh! the Tears they did trickle full faſt from her Eyes, 
And ſhe pierc'd both the Air and my Heart with her 


Cries; | 


Oh! the Tears they did trickle full faſt from her Eyes, 
And ſhe pierc'd both the Air and my Heart with her Þ 


Cries. 


I gently requeſted the Cauſe of her Moan ; | 


She told me that ſweet Seniſimo was flown ; 
And in that ſad Poſtare ſhe'd ever remain, 


Unleſs the dear Charmer would come back again; 


- Why, 


And in that, &c. 


Why, wi 
That dra. 
To Beaut 
To Paſſio 
To Beaut 


"Tis neith 
That thus 
My Warb 
Is a Shade 
My Warb 


Perhaps *ti 
Perhaps ti 
Come, dr) 
Il bring 5 
Come, dr) 


No Linnet 


But one th 
My ſweet 
| Is ſweeter | 
My ſweet, 


Adieu, Far; 
| Whom Sta; 
Adieu to t! 
My Darlin 
Adieu to th 
My Darlinę 


Content to 


1 
Why, who is that Mortal ſo cruel, ſaid I, | 
That draws ſuch a Stream from ſo lovely an Eye? 
To Beauty ſo blooming, what Man can be blind? 
To Paſſion ſo tender, what Monſter unkind ? 
To Beauty, &c. | 


"Tis neither for Man nor for Woman, ſaid ſhe, 
That thus in lamenting I water the Lee; 

My Warbler celeftial, ſweet Darling of Fame, 
Is a Shadow of ſomething, a Sex without Name 
My Warbler, &c. | 


Perhaps *tis ſome Linnet, ſome Blackbird, ſaid I; 
Perhaps tis your Lark, that has ſoar'd to the Sky: 
Come, dry up your Tears, and abandon that Grief; - 
I'll bring you another, to give you Relief: 
Come, dry up, &c. | 


No Linnet, no Blackbird, no Sky-lark, ſaid ſhe; 
But one that's more tuneful by far than all three: 
My ſweet Seniſimo, for whom thus I cry, 

Is ſweeter than all the wing d Songſters that fly; 
My ſweet, &c. 


Adieu, Farinelli, Cuzzoni likewiſe, 
Whom Stars and whom Garters extol to the Skies; 
Adieu to the Op'ra, adieu to the Ball; 

My Darling is gone; and a Fig for them all: 
Adieu to the Op'ra, adieu to the Ball; 

My Darling is gone; and a Fig for them all. 


SONG CXIX. 


AP PV the Man whoſe Wiſh and Care 
. A few paternal Acres bound, 


Content to breath his native Air 
In his own Ground : 


Vhy, G 4 Whoſe 


8: 


= 


Whoſe Herds with Milk, whoſe Fields with Bread, || On! let 


Whole Flocks ſupply him with Attire ; wa loc 
Whoſe Trees in Summer.yield him Shade, Oh ! let 
In Winter Fire. Or 100 
Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find 
Hours, Days, and Years, flide ſoft away, 
In Health of Body, Peace of Mind, 
Quiet by Day, | 
Sound ps by Night, Study and Eaſe = 
Together mix'd, ſweet Recreation, 5 
And Innocence, which moſt doth pleaſe, a 
With Meditation e 
| ng Are empt 
Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown; In thee 
Thus unlamented let me die, eret of 
Steal from the World, and not a Stone a N 1 
Tell where I lie. * | Such Ple⸗ 
| To wh 
| Tho' Sub 
SON G CXX. Nor Du 
"USIC has Pow'r to melt the Soul; mm 
By Beauty Nature's ſway'd ; When thc 
Each can the Univerſe controul, Frail Mor 
Without the other's Aid ; | To Pri 
Each can the Univerſe controul, Laaſciviouſ 
Without the other's Aid. | | Thefts, V 
With e 
But here together both appear, ̃ 
And Force united try; But where 
Muiic enchants the liſt'ning Ear, | | Thro' thee 
And Beauty charms the Eye; I 
Muſic enchants, &c. | 2 The gloo 
It diſſipate 
What Cruelty theſe Pow'rs to join! With w 


Theſe Tranſports who can bear ? 


Oh! Þ 


id, 


b 
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Oh! let the Sound be leſs divine, 
Or look the Nymph leſs fair ! 
Oh let the Sound be leſs divine, 
Or look the Nymph leſs fair! 


SONG CA. 
ConTENTMENT. 


True Content! ſecure from Harms, 

What's all the World without thy Charms ? 
Which ſtill allure to Reſt; 

Compar'd therewith, all earthly Joys 

Are empty, fading, trifling Toys: 
In thee Mankind is bleſt. 


To whom thou giv'ſt Relief; 


Tho' Subjects ſhew profound Reſpect, 
Nor Duty wilfully neglect, 


Thy Abſence cauſes Grief. 


When thou art baniſh'd from the Mind, 
* Frail Mortals vainly are inclin'd 


To Pride and Avarice, 


i Laſciviouſneſs, Idolatry, 
ö Thefts, Murders, and Adultery, 


With ev'ry other Vice. 


But where thou reign'ſt have” s ſolid Peace; 3 
Thro thee true Virtue does increaſe; 


Thy Countenance expels 


| The gloomy Proſpects of Deſpair ; ; 
It diſſipates all ſlaviſh Fear, 


With whomſoe'er it dwells. 
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Come, then, thou pleaſing Beauty bright * 
Reſide with me both Day and Night; 


Diſplay thy lovely Charms: 
Be thou diffus'd within my Breaſt, 
And let me ſtill ſecurely reſt 
Infolded in thy Arms. 


Thro' all the various Scenes of Life, 
Preſerve me free from envious Strife, 
On Heav'n ſtill to rely | 
For true protecting Aid; and when 
Time terminates in Death, oh! then 
To thee, O Heav'n! to fly. 


SONG CXXIL 
Set by Mr. Purcell. 


S E LIA has a thouſand Charms; 
"Tis Heav'n to he within her Arms : 


While 1 ſtand gazing on her Face, 
Some new and ſome reſiſtleſs Grace 
Fills with freſh Magic all the Place: 
But while the Nymph I thus adore, 
I ſhould my wretched Fate deplore ; 
For oh! Martillo, have a care, 


Her Sweetneſs is above Compare; 


But then ſhe's falſe as well as fair. 


8. O NG CxxIII. 
An ODE t EC Ho. 
=" mu by Dr. Hayes. 
AIR. 


Gentle Echo, haſte thee here; 


oon fre of Voice. and Air, 


From the 
Rocks to 
From the 
'Gainſt the 
From the 
Haunt of 
Where, ul 


Queen of 


Liſten, Ny. 


Strains to 


Hark! thi 
Air, be ſt 


Peace, ye 


While Di 


See, each 
Fix d to; 
All aroun 
ö Such the 
Strains w 
Soon will 


| Echo, ſhe 
His obdu 
|F Borrow, } 
” Borrow h 


Learn he 
Of Motic 
Learn thi 
Thro' thi 
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From the Vale, where all around 
Rocks to Rocks return the Sound; 
From the ſwelling Surge that roars 
Gainſt the tempeſt-beaten Shores; 
From the ſilent moſs-grown Cell, 
Haunt of warbling Philomel; 
Where, unſeen of Man, you lie, 
Queen of woodland Harmony. 


RECITATIVE. 


Liſten, Nymph divine, and learn 
Strains to make Narciſſus burn: 
Hark! the heav'nly Song begins: 
Air, be ſtill; breathe ſoft, ye Winds; 
Peace, ye noiſy feather'd Choir, | 1 
While Dione ſtrikes the Lyre. WE 
AIR. | | 
| See, each Eye, each raviſh'd Ear, 
| Fix'd to gaze, and charm'd to hear ; 
All around Enchantment reigns, 
Such the Magic of her Strains; 
| Strains which, if thou can't but learn, 
Soon will make Narciſſus burn. 


RECITATIVE. 


Echo, ſhould they fail to move 
His obdurate Heart to love, 
| Borrow, for ſhe well can ſpare; 
Borrow her enchanting Aw. 


Ati. 


Learn her Eaſe, and Elegance 

Of Motion in the airy Dance; 

| Learn the Grace with which ſhe ſtrays 
: Thro' the light fantaſtic Maze: 


WW TN WT 


Add 
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Add a thouſand Charms untold, 

Should Narciſſus till be cold; 

Charms, the leaſt of which would move 
His obdurate Heart to love. 


SONG CXXIV. 


At once I love, at once adore; 
With Wonder are my Thoughts poſſeſt, 
While ſofteſt Love inſpires my Breaſt : 
This tender Look, theſe Eyes of mine, 
Covfeis their am'rous Maſter thine; 
Theſe Eyes with Strephon's Paſſion play, 
Firſt make me love, and then betray, 


Yes, charming Victor, I am thine; 
Poor as it is, this Heart of mine 

Was never in another's Pow'r, 

Was never pierc'd by Love before: 

In thee I've treaſur d up my Joy; 
Thou can'ſt give Bliſs, or Bliſs deſtroy: 
And thus I've bound myſelf to love, 
While Bliſs, or Miſery, can move. 


Oh! ſhould I ne'er poſſeſs thy Charms, 
Ne'er meet my Comfort in thy Arms; 
Were Hopes of dear Enjoyment gone, 
Still would I love, love thee alone; 
But, like ſome diſcontented Shade, 
'That wanders where its Body's laid, 
Mournful I'd roam with hellow Glare, 
For ever exil'd from my fair. 


SONG CXXV. 
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Lovely Maid ! how dear's thy Pow'r! 


. HAT is't to us, who guides the State, 
Who's out of Favour, or who's great? 


Who 


AP all 


Who are t 
Who votes 


The Worl, 
And Fools 
Small Thii 
Life, troul 


Our Youth 
Grey Hair 
Who woul 
For Empir 


Kind Prov: 
With, wha 
Virtue, wl 
And ſcorn 


Beneath th 
On Beds o 


Let's then 


And drink 


To 


There's ne 


As that 


We're juſt 


Or Veri 


We ſweat, 


And cut 


I gam'd, : 
And a t 
I rov'd an 
But I n 
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Who are the Miniſters, or Spies? 
Who votes for Places, or who buys? 


The World will ſtill be rul'd by Knaves, 
And Fools, contending to be Slaves: | 
Small Things, my Friend, ſerve to ſupport 
Life, troubleſome at beſt, and ſhort. 


Our Youth runs back, Occaſion flies, | ' 
Grey Hairs come on, and Pleaſure dies : _——o 
Who would the preſent Bleſſing loſe - BY 
For Empire, which he cannot uſe ? BY 


Kind Providence has us ſupply'd | 

With, what to others is deny'd, 7 
Virtue, which teaches to condemn 

And ſcorn ill Actions, and ill Men. 


Beneath this Lime-tree's fragrant Shade, 
On Beds of Flow'rs ſupinely laid, 

Let's then all other Cares remove, 

And drink and ſing to thoſe we love. 


SONG CXXVI. | 


, O F all the fimple Things I do, 

; To rub o'er a whimfical Life, 
There's no one Folly is ſo true 

As that very bad Bargain a Wife: 
We're juſt like a Mouſe in a Trap, 
Or Vermin caught in a Gin; 

We ſweat, and fret, and try to eſpape, | 
And curſe the ſad Hour we came in. mY 


I gam'd, and drank, and play'd the Fool, > WET 11 
And a thouſand mad Frolicks more; a 6 1 

I rov'd and rang'd, deſpis'd all Rule, belt 
But I ne er was marry'd before: | 
ET; This 
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This was the worſt Plague could enſue ; 
I am mew'd in a ſmoaky Houſe: 
I us'd to tope a Bottle or two; | 
But now tis ſmall Beer with my Spouſe. 


My darling Freedom crown'd my Joys ; 

I never was vex'd in my Way: | 
If now I croſs her Will, her Noiſe 

Makes my Lodging too hot for to ſtay : 
Like a Fox that is hamper'd, in vain 

I fret out my Heart and my Soul; 
Walk to and fro, the Length of my Chain, 
Then am forc'd to creep into my Hole. 


SONG CXXVII. 


HE ſweet roſy Morning 
Peeps over the Hills, 

With Bluſhes adorning 

The Meadows and Fields. 


CHORUS. 
The merry, merry, merry Horn 
Cries, come, come away; 
Wake from your Slumbers, 
And hail the new Day. 


The Stag rouz'd before us 
Away ſeems to fly, | 

And pants to the Chorus 

Of Hounds in full Cry. 


2 CHORUS. 

Then follow, follow, follow, follow 
The mufical Chace, „ 

Where Pleaſure and vig'rous 

Health you embrace. mw 
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The Day's Sport, when over, 
Makes Blood circle right, | 
And gives the briſk Lover 7 
Freſh Charms for the Night, 


CHoRvUws, 


hen let us, let us enjoy 

All we can, while we may; 
Let Love crown the Night, 

As our Sports crown. the Day. 


SONG CXXVIII. 


HE Hounds are all out, and the Morning does 
eep; 
Why, A 8 you ſluggardly Sot ! 
ow can you, how can you lie ſnoring aſleep, 
While we all on Horſeback are got, 
My brave Boys? 
While we all on Horſeback are got. 


cannot get up, for the over-night's Cup 

| So terribly lies in my Head; 

clides, my Wife cries, my dear, do not fie, 
But cuddle me longer in Bed, 

_ dear Boy ; ; 

| But cuddle me longer 1 in Bed. 


ome, on with your Den and ſaddle your Mare, 
Nor tire us with longer Delay; 


he Cry of the Hounds, and the Sight of the * , 


Will chaſe all dull Vapours away, 5 
My brave n 
Will chaſe all dull FRO away. 
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SONG CXXIX. 


E Mortals, whom Fancies and Troubles perplex, 
Whom Folly miſguides, and Infirmities vex; 
Whoſe Lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt; 
Who riſe without Joy, and lie down without Reſt; 
Obey the glad Summons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care, 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care. 


Old Maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain, 


And young ones the Rover they cannot regain ; 
The Rake ſhall forget how laſt night he was cloy d, 
And Chloe again be with Paſſion enjoy'd: 

Obey then the dummons, to Lethe repair, 

And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care, 

And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 


The Wife at one Draught may forget all her Wants, 
Or drench her fond Fool to forget her Gallants ; 


The troubled in Mind ſhall go chearful away, 
And yeſterday's Wretch be quite happy to-day : 


Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care, 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care, 


SONG CXXX. 


OU may ſay what you will, but Belinda's too tall, 
And Stella's all Bone, and her Shape is too ſmall; 

Dear Chloe's my Wiſh, tho' extenſive her Charms, 
'Tho' the Front of her Stays is too wide for my Arms, 


"Tis certain Miſs Fanny's a ſweet little dear, 

And Zephyrs ſpring Odours when Lucy 1s near; 
But Chloe's all Sweetneſs, by Nature deſign'd, 
We might call her an Hogſhead of double-refin'd.. 
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I've oft overheard the ill-natur'd Expreſſion, 


That Beauty, ſo bulky, muſt pall in Poſſeſſion: 


In his Notion the Critic is ſurely miſled ; 


Love's Flame by her Fat will be conſtantly fed. | 


Some Nymphs have angelical Sweetneſs and Graee, 


But Chloe has rather a Cherubim's Face ; 


She's always good-humour'd, facetious, and free, 


When ſhe dances, then leaps my fond Heart like a Frog; 
When with Rapture I preſs her, I'm loſt in a Fog; 

beg for a Kiſs, while my Vows I renew, 
And imbibe half a Pint of ambroſial Dew. 


She frequently mentions young Strephon the Beau; 
But why ſhould I reckon my Rival a Foe ? 
E'en let him proceed, it will ne'er give me Pain; 

We both ſhall find more than our Arms will contain, 


And only gives Pain when ſhe fits on my Knee. 


I ftart not, as tim'rous Fribbles have done, 


At the Subſtance of three or four Females in one; 
Firſt balance her Weight with his Majeſty's Coin, 
Then let the dear pond'rous Charmer be mine. 


SONG CXXXI. 


7 WAS when the Seas were roaring 
With hollow Blaſts of Wind, 
A Damſel lay deploring, 


All on a Rock reclin'd: 
Wide o'er the rowling Billows 
She caſt a wiſhful Look; 
Her Head was crown'd with Willows, 

That trembled o'er the Brook. 


1 
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5 And nine long tedious Days, 

Why didſt thou, vent'rous Lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the Seas? 

Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel Ocean, 
And let my Lover reſt : 

Ah! what's thy troubled Motion 

To that within my Breaſt? 


The Merchant, rob'd of Pleaſure, 
Views Tempeſts in deſpair ; 
But what's the Loſs of Treaſure 
To loſing of my dear ? 

Should you ſome Coaſt be laid on, 


You'd find a richer Maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that Nature 
Has nothing made in vain ? 
Why then beneath the Water 
Do hideous Rocks remain ? 
No Eyes the Rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the Deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring Lover, 
And leave the Maid to weep. 


All melancholy lying, 

1 Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear, 

Repaid each Blaſt with ſighing, 

1 Bach Billow with a Tear: 

When o'er the white Waves ſtooping, 
His floating Corps the ſpy'd, 

Then, like a Lilly drooping, 

She bow'd her Head and dy'd. 


Twelve Months were gone and over, 


Where Gold and Di'monds grow, 
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SONG CXXXIL 
HAT Beauties does Flora diſcloſe! 


Yet Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe, 
Both Nature and Fancy exceed ; 

Nor Daiſy, nor ſweet-bluſhing Roſe, 
Nor all the gay Flow'rs of the Field, 

Nor Tweed gliding gently thro” thoſe, 
Such Beauty and Pleaſure does yield. 


The Warblers are heard in the Grove; 
The Linnet, the Lark, and the Thruſh, 

The Blackbird, and ſweet-cooing Dove, 
With Muſic enchant ev'ry Buſh : 

Come, let us go forth to the Mead, 
Let us ſee how the Primroſes ſpring ; - 


Well lodge in ſome Village on Tweed, 


And love while the feather'd Flocks ſing. 


How does my Love paſs the long Day? 
Does Mary not tend a few Sheep? 

Do they never careleſsly ſtray 
While happily ſhe lies afleep ? 

Tweed's Murmurs ſhould lull her to Reſt; 
Kind Nature indulging my Bliſs, | 

To relieve the ſoft Pains of my Breaſt, 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial Kiſs. 


'Tis ſhe does the Virgins excel; 
No Beauty with hers may compare; 
Love's Graces all round her do dwell; 
She's faireſt where thouſands are fair: 
day, Charmer! where do thy Flocks ſtray ? 
Oh! tell me at Noon where they feed: 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet-winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter Banks of the Tweed? 


How ſweet are her Smiles upon Tweed! 


SONG 
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SONG CXXXII. 


OULD you obtain the gentle fair, 
Aſſume a French fantaſtic Air ; 

Oft, when the gen'rous Briton fails, 

A foppiſh Foreigner prevails. 


W 


You muſt teach her to dance, 
As the Mode is in France, 
And make the beſt Uſe of your Feet; 
Cock your Hat with a Grace, 
All be-brazen your Face, 
And dreſs moſt affectedly neat, 
And dreſs moſt affectedly neat. 


Then bow down like a Beau, 
Hop and turn out your 'Toe, 
Lead Miſs by the Hand, and leer at her ; 
Draw your Glove with an Air, 
At your white Stockings ſtare, 


And ſimper, and ogle, and flatter, 1 


And ſimper, &c. 


Walk the Figure of eight, 
With your Rump ſtiff and ſtraight, 
Then turn her with delicate Eaſe; 
Bow again very low, 
Your Good-breeding to ſhow, | 
And Mifly you'll perfectly pleaſe, 


And Miſly, &c. 


If theſe Steps you purſue, 

You will ſoon bring her too, 
And rifle the Child of her Charms ; 

Her poor Heart will heave high, 

And ſhe'll languiſh and ſigh, 
And caper quite into your Arms, 
And caper quite into your Arms. 


SONG 
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Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, at Vauxhall - Gardens 


T7 HEN Damon firſt my Eyes beheld, 
My Heart with ſecret Tranſport thrill'd, 
And pit-a-pat it went : 
Young, artleſs, innocent, and ſhy, 
So unexperienc'd was I, 
I wonder'd what it meant. 


Whene'er I met him on the Plain, 
He'd kiſs me, ſigh, and kiſs again, 
And ſweeteſt Tales invent: | 
And then he'd tell me he muſt die; 
But, as I ſaw no Danger high, 
I wonder'd what he meant. 


To Nymphs, whom Years had wiſer made, 
I told the tender Things he ſaid, 
And of his ſad Complaint : 
Full well the tender Things they knew, 
For they, like me, had heard them too, 
Nor wonder'd what they meant. 


They anſwer'd Love had touch'd my Heart; 


That Damon, by his Sex's Art, 
Might cauſe me to repent; 


And that I ſhould deſire the Swain 


To tell me, when we met again, 
If he to wed me meant. 


Rejoic'd-ſuch good Advice to find, 
I trip'd, to let him know my Mind, 
Acroſs the Mead intent: 

I told him, did he not deſign 
With me in Hymen's Bands to join, 
I wonder'd what he meant. 
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The Youth, whoſe Love was aw'd by Fear, 
Grew raptur'd, ſuch ſweet Sounds to hear: 
Straight to the Church we went.— 
How wiſe we all by Marriage grow! 
Though fooliſh once, yet now I know, 

I know what Damon meant. 


SONG CXXXV. 
E Shepherds and Nymphs, that adorn the gay 


Plains, 8 | 
Approach from your Sports, and attend to my Strains; 
Amongſt all your Number, a Lover ſo true 
Was ne'er ſo undone with-ſuch Bliſs in his View. 


Was ever a Nymph ſo hard-hearted as mine ? 

She knows me ſincere, and ſhe ſees how I pine; 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her Wrath, 
But calmly'and mildly reſigns me to Death. 


She calls me her Friend, but her Lover denies, 

She ſmiles when I'm chearful, but hears not my Sighs: 
A Boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an Air, 

Inſpires me with Hope, and yet bids me deſpair. 


T fall at her Feet, and implore her with Tears, 
Her Anſwer confounds, while her Manner endears : 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no Relief, 

My trembling Lips bleſs her, in ſpite of my Grief. 


By Night while I ſlumber, ſtill haunted with Care, 
I ſtart up in Anguiſh, and ſigh for the fair: 

The fair ſleeps in Peace; may ſhe ever do ſo, 

And only, when dreaming, imagine my Woe. 
Then gaze at a Diſtance, nor farther aſpire, 

Nor think ſhe could love whom ſhe cannot admire: 
Huſh all thy complaining ; and, dying her Slave, 
Commend her to Heav'n, thyſelf to the Grave. 
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$SONG CXXXVI. 


DisaPPOINTMENT. 


E Shepherds, give Ear to my Lay, 
* And take no more heed of my Sheep: 
They've nothing to do, but to ſtray; | 
I've nothing to do, but to weep: 
e gay Yet do not my Folly reprove; 
She was fair - nd my Paſſion begun; 
rains; She ſmil'd-—and I could not but love; 
She's faithleſs—and I am undone. 


Perhaps I was void of all Thought; 

Perhaps it: was plain to foreſee 

h A Nymph ſo compleat would be ſought 

Bhs By Swains more engaging than me: 
Ah! Love ev'ry Hope can inſpire ; 

: It baniſhes Wiſdom the while; 

ighs: W The Lip of the Nymph we admire 

Seems ever adorn'd with a Smile. 
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She's faithleſs ! and I am undone ! 


rs: Le that witneſs the Woes I endure, 
Let Reaſon inſtru you to ſhun 
ef, What it cannot inſtru you to cure: 


Beware how ye loiter in vain, 
Mid Nymphs of an higher Degree: 
It is not for me to explain 


How fair and how fickle they be. 


re, 


Alas! from the Day that we met, | 
re: What Hope of an End to my Woes ? 
, {When I cannot bear to forget 


The Glance that undid my Repoſe : 


* 


. 

"7 ſs; 4" eoey an. rd 

% 4 ns ad 
4 


NG 


[ 144 ] 
Yet Time may diminiſh the Pain : 


The Flow'r,. and the Shrub, and the Tree, 


Which I rear'd for her Pleaſure in vain, 
In Time may have Comfort for me. 


The Sweets of a dew-ſprinkled Roſe, 
The Sound of a murmuring Stream, 
The Peace which from Solitude flows, 
 Henceforth ſhall be Corydon's Theme: 
High Tranſports are ſhewn to the Sight ; 
But we're not to find them our own; 
Fate never beſtow'd ſuch Delight, 
As I with my Phillis had known. 


Ye Woods, ſpread your Branches apace ; © 
To your deep Receſſes I fly; 

I'd hide with the Beaſts of the Chace 
I'd vaniſh from ev'ry Eye : 

My Reed ſhall reſound thro' the Grove 
With the ſame Complaint it begun ; 

How the ſmil'd! and I cou'dn't but love! 
Was faithleſs! and I am undone ! 


$ONG cxxxvlI. 


And woo'd as Lovers woo ; 

I, vers'd in all our Sex's Art, 
Did juſt as Maidens do: | 

Whate'er he'd ſigh, whate'er he'd vow, 
I'd ſtudy to be ſhy at, 

And when he preſs'd his Fate to know, 
Twas prythee, Fool, be quiet, 

Twas prythee, Fool, be quiet, 


OUNG Colin ſought my Heart to win, 
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Month after Month of am'rous Pain, 
He made a mighty Fuls; | 

Why, if, you know, one loves a Swain, 
Tis wrong to ſay one does: 

He told me, Paſſion could not live 
Without more pleaſing Diet; 

And pray what Anſwer could I give, 
But prythee, Fool, be quiet? 
But prythee, Fool, be quiet. 


At length he made a bold Eflay, 


And, like a Man, he cry'd, 
Thy Hand, my dear; this very Day 
Shall Celia be my Bride! 


| Convine'd he wou'd have teaz'd me ſtill, 
| TI cou'd not well deny it; 
| And now, believe me, when I will, 


I make the Fool be quiet, 
I make the-Fool be quiet. 
8ONG . CXXXVII. 
RECITATIVE. 


ON had fair Delia ſlighted Damon's Love, 
And he her ſtubborn Heart long ſought to move; 


Jill by her Coyneſs all his Love dilolv'd, 

And he to quit all future Hopes reſolv'd; 

| Where on the Vine the lurking Clufters hung, 

| The lighted Swain in threat'ning Strains then ſung : 


A1R. 


Love, begone; no more deceive me ; | 
Wine will baniſh all my Fears, 
Sparkling Wine will drown my Cares : 

Love, begone ; no more deceive me ; 

Flowing Bowls. will ſoon relieve me; 
Wine will baniſh, &c. 1 1 

H Sypite 


| [-146 ] 
Spite of Charms and blooming Youth, 
The fair no more ſhall ſlight my Truth; 
Soon like me ſhall ſhe complain, 
For Pity ſue; but ſue in vain. - 
Love, begone ; no more deceive me ; 
Flowing Bowls ſhall ſoon relieve me; 
Wine will baniſh, &c. 


REC1TATIVE. 
Th' unhappy Nymph had liſt'ned to his Song, 
Which echo'd thro' the flow'ry Vale along: 
Soon as his firm Reſolves ſhe knew. g 
Stung to the Quick, with Haſte impetuous flew, 
With love-imploring Looks, th' affrighted Maid, 
And thus, with flatt ring Tongue, and mournful Sound, 
ſhe ſaid: Labs 
AIR. 3 

Call back thy Vow, much - injur'd Swain, 

Nor more of ſlighted Love complain; 

The Linnets, warbling thro' the Grove, 

Are Tokens of complying Love, 

Are Tokens, &Cc. | | 

Oh! let that Sign propitious prove, 
And me be bleſt with Damon's Love: 

The Linnets warbling, &c. 


| REcCITATIVE. 
The bluſhing Maid had ſcarce her Love confeſt, 


And Rapture fill'd again, avow'd his Flame, 
And made the Valley echo with her Name, 


2 AA. 
To vulgar Mortals I reſign 
The tumultuous joys of Wine ; 


And 


When the relenting Swain, with mutual Warmth profel, 
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[147 ] 
And by thoſe eats Eyes I ſwear 
Delia hence ſhall be my Care; 
No more a Rebel to her Pow'r, 
I bleſs this kind propitious Hour, 
I bleſs this kind propitious Hour; 
Spite of Rage and fierce Diſdain, 
She taught my Heart to love again, 
ons taught my Heart to love again. 


80 N G CXXXIX. 


' RECITATIVE. 


S Delia (bleſt with ev'ry Grace) 
Invok'd ſoft Muſic's Aid, 


Completely conquer'd by her F noe; 


Thus gentle Strephon ſaid : 
-AIR 


Where partial Nature may deny 
The Pow'r of Beauty's Sre+— if Glance: 

Let tedious Labour toil, and try 
To ſwell the Song, or form the Dance : 

Where partial Nature, &c. 

But let your Charms alone ſuffice, 

And truſt the Muſic of your Eyes ; 

Where partial Nature, &c. 


RuecIiTAatrivsy. 
Damon, who chanc'd to over-hear, 


Thus fpoke, as he approach'd more near: 


He flatters; do not truſt the Swain; 


But lien to my honeſt Strain. 


AIR. 


Wonders are told of Beauty's Pow'r, 
Nor faintly warms the tuneful Lay ; 
Your Voice and Perſon ev'ry Hour 


By Dozens ſteal our Hearts away : 
H 2 
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But then how "tiling i 18 4565 Prize! 1 
Since Fops have Ears, and Fools have Eyes. 


Ah, lovely Nymph indeed! to bleſs, | 
Select the worthieſt Swain you've won; 

Who, prizing Sound and Colour leſs, © - 
Admires you for your Senfe Acne: en 

Then leave all little Arts behind, 

And ſtudy to improve your Mind. 


SONG CXL. 
MaTRIMONIAL DEAFN ESS. 


WO Ears at a Time are too many for Uſe, 
When they're only the Inlet of Strife; 
But few they are found who, tho' wiſe, would refuſe 
To poſſeſs the fair Organs of Life: | 
Yet Deafneſs ſometimes of Advantage is found; 
Misfortunes may turn to a Blefling ; 
For when Nonſenſe diitracts, or when Tumults ſur. 
round, 


They then loſe the Pow! r of diſtreſung. 


Hence I wiſely am taught to be deaf of one Ear, 
While the other for Uſe I employ ; | 

One Gate I ſhut up againſt Trouble and Care, 
And the other keep open for Joy: 

When my Conſort begins her loud W indpipe to clear, 
With a Peal would the World rend aſunder, 


Serenely I ſit, and I cock my deaf Ear, 


Unmov'd midſt the Roar of the Thunder. 


T'other Day comes a Dun, with, oon Sir! you wel 
know 

What ſay you ? ſpeak 3 a little: . 
You know, Sir, yo borrow'd three 'Twelve-months 
ago 
Alas, Friend, I can't hear a Tittle : 


You 


You owe 
And ri 
point t. 
Till hi 


I, as gra 
a gra n 
Pox on h 
So he 
Thus my 
Scoldii 
Ye marry 
Be ſur 


Sy 


Va 
Wh 


Fair Flor: 
i muſt ha 
I muſt ha 


| She broug 


The vale- 
But ſuch ] 


| juſt warm 


juſt warm 


She broug 
The undy 
But why t 

And Billy 
And Billy 


s ſur- 


clear, 


u well 


10nths 


You 


| terWeEave z F814 
| Fair Flora, I cry 'd, to my. Arbour, repair. N 
{ muſt have a Chaplet for ſweet William's Hair, 5 bh, 


| Juſt warm from the 2 of the Lad that I love ? 
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You owe me ten Pounds, then louder he cries, 
And repeats it as ſtrong as he can 

point to my Ears, and lift up my Eyes, 
Till he JOE can think me the Man. 

I, as grave as a Don, ery, my J Hourlbg? 8 quite loſt: 
And my Money, ſays he, too, I fear: 

Pox on him, 'tis Folly to talk to a Poſt, 
So he leaves me, as mad as a Hare: 

Thus my Life, Night and Day, in ſoft Indolence flows; 
Scolding, Dunning, nor Brawling I fear 

Ye marry'd Men all, as ye with for ny; pe 
Be ſure fo be deaf oF one "Ear, nt 


SONG CXLll 
Sung by NM. fs Stevenſon, at Vauxhall, 


B* a prattling Stream, on a Midſummer' s Eve, 
Where Woodbines and Jeſs mine their Bows in- 


— — 
5 
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I muſt have a Chaplet for ſweet William I Har, 


She brought me the Vilet that grows on the Hi. 


The vale-dwelling Lilly, and gilded Jonquil; | 
But ſuch languid Odours, hew.could J approve, 
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She brought me, his Faich and hits Truth to o diſplay, - 85 


The undying Myrtle, and ever-green Baß; 

[But why theſe to me, who've his Conſtaney known? 
And Billy has Laurels e of his von bolt) 
And Billy, &c. 13 8 2300 _—_ 380 EI 
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The next was a Gift that 1 could pot contemn, 
For ſhe brought me two Roſes that grew on a Stem; 
Of the dear nuptial Tye they ſtood Emblems confeſt; 
So I kiſs'd them, and Pet 'd mou que, cloſe to my 
Breaſt, RD 8 
So I kiſs'd them, &c. 


She brought me a 44 This, fair-· one, s your 
Dae; 

For it once was a Maiden, and love- ſick, like you: 

O give it me quick; to my Shepherd Il run, 

As true to his Flame as this Flow'r to her Sun, 

As true to his Flame as this Flow'r to her Sun. 


SONG cxLII. 
BALLY SPELLING. 
Set by Mr. Howard. 


LL you that wou'd refine your Blood, 
As pure as'fam'd Lewellin, Dee 

By Waters clear, come ev'ry "Year, * n 

And drink at Bally Spelling 
If Spots, or Itch, the Skins enrich _ 

With Rubies, paſt the telling 
T will clear che Skin, before an ve been 
A Month at Dany Spelling. Jbitgg 
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If Lady 8 Check be green as =” 
When ſhe comes from her Dwelling 3 
The kindling Roſe within it glows, 

When ſhe's at Bally Spelling: 8 
The ſooty brown, who comes to Town, 3 
Grows here as fair as Helen; _ | | 
Then back ſhe goes to kill the Beaux, i 2705 

.By dint of Bally 3 
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Our Ladies are as freſh and fair 
As Roſe, or bright Dunkelling ; 
And Mars might make a fair Miſtake, 
Was he at Bally Spelling: * 
We Men ſubmit, as they think fit, 
And here is no rebelling ; | 
The Reaſon's plain; the Ladies reign; 
They're Queens at Bally Spelling. 


By matchleſs Charms, unconquer'd Arms, 
They have the Pow'r of quellin 

Such deſp'rate Foes, as dare oppoſe 
Their Pow'r at Bally Spelling: 

Cold Water turns to Fire, and burns, - 
I know, becauſe I fell in 


| A Stream, that came from one bright Dame, 


Who drank at Bally Spelling. 


Fine Beaux advance, equipt for Dance, 


And bring their Ann or Nell in, 
With ſo much Grace, I'm ſure no Place 
Can vie with Bally Spelling: 
No Politics, no ſubtle Tricks, 
No Man his Country ſelling ; 
We eat, we drink, we never think 
Of theſe at Bally Spelling. 


o 


The troubled Minds, the puff d with Wind, 


Do all come here pell-mell in; 
And they are ſure to work their Cure, 
By drinking Bally Spelling: 


If Dropſy fills you to the Gills, 


From Chin to Toe tho' ſwelling ; 
Pour in, pour out, you cannot doubt 
A Cure at Bally Spelling. 


Hs. 


| Death 
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But all partake the Mirth we make, 
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Death throws no Darts thro' all theſe Parts, 
No Sexton's here a knelling; 
Come, judge, and try, you'll never die, 
And live at Bally Spelling 
Except you feel Darts tipt with Steel, 
Which here are ev'ry Belle in; 
When from their Eyes ſweet Ruin flies, 
We die at Bally Spelling, 


Good Cheer, ſweet Air, much Joy, no Care, 
Your Sight, your Taſte, your Smelling, 
Your Ears, your Touch, tranſporteth much, 

Each Day, at Bally Spelling: . 
Within this Ground we all ſleep ſound, 

No noiſy Dogs a yelling, 
Except you wake for Celia's ſake 

All Night at Bally Spelling. 


Here all you ſee, both he and ſhe, 
No Lady keeps her Cell in; 


Who drink at Bally Spelling: 


My Rhimes are gone ; I think Ive none, R | She f 
Unleſs 1 ſhould bring Hell in; | pod 
But ſince I'm here, to. Heav'n ſo near, | ge. F 
I can't at Bally Spelling. 86e | 
. SONG CNXLIII. c Ah me 
3 of every Grove I choſe, | 
The Vi'let ſweet, and Lilly fair, : r ry 
The painted Pink, and bluſhing Roſe, _ 1 — 


To deck my charming Chloe's Hair: 
At Morn the Nymph vouchſaf'd to place 


Upon her Brow the various Wreath, ; At daw 
The Flow'rs leſs blooming than her Face, | | The 
The Scent leſs fragrant than her Breath, - At Nig 
The Scent leſs fragrant than her Breath, * * 5 


The 


That in her Hair 
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The Flow'rs ſhe wore along the Day, 
And ev'ry Nyn 15 and Shepherd ſaid, 
ey Iook'd more gay 
Than growing in their native Bed : 
Undreſs'd at Ev'ning, When ſhe found 
Their Odours loft, their Colours paſt, 
She chang'd her Look, and on the Ground 
Her Garland and her Eye ſhe caſt, 
Her Garland, &c. 


That Eye Arop'd cenſe diſtinct and clear 
As any Muſe's Tongue could ſpeak, 


When from its' Lid a pearly Tear 
Ran trickling down her beauteous Cheek : 


Diſſembling what knew too well, 
My Love, my Life, ſaid I, explain 
This Change of Humour; Prythee tell, 


That falling Tear hat does it mean? 


That falling Tear, xc. 


She ſigh'd, ſhe ſmil'd, and to the Flow rs 
Pointing, the lovely Mor'lift ſaid, 
See, Friend, in ſome few fleeting Hours, 

See yonder, what a Change is made! 
Ah me! the blooming Pride of May, 
And that of Beauty, are but one; 
At Morn both flouriſh bright and gay; 
Both fade at Ev'ning, pale and gone, 
Both Kc. 


5 


At dawn poor Stella danc'd and ſung ; ; 
The am'rous Youth around her bow'd: 
At Night her fatal Knell was rung; 
I ſaw, and kiſs'd her ſable Shroud : 


H 5 
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* 
Such as ſhe is, who dy'd to-day, 
Such I, alas! may be to-morrow : 
Go, Damon, bid thy Muſe diſplay 

The Juſtice of thy Chloe's Sorrow, 
The Juſtice of thy Chloe's Sorrow. 


: s oOo NO chu. 
The Ho N EY MO OR. 


: A May in all her youthful Dreſs, 


So gay my Love did once appear; 


A Spring of Charms adorn'd her Face; 


The Roſe and Lilly flouriſh'd there: 
Thus, while th' Enjoyment was but young, 
Fach Night new Pleaſures did create; 
Ambroſial Words drop'd from her Tongue, 

And am'rous Cupids round did wait. 


But, as the Sun to Weſt declines, 
The eaſtern Sky does colder grow, 
And all his radiant Looks reſigns | 
To the pale Moon, that rules below ; 
So Love, while in her bloeming Hour, 
My Chloe was all kind and gay ; 
But when Poſſeſſion nip'd that Flow'r, 


Her Charms, like Autumn, drop'd away. 


SONG CXLV. 


AIR is the Swan, the Ermine white, 
And fair the Lilly of the Vale; 
Ihe Moon, reſplendent Queen of Night, 


And Snows that drive before the Gale: 
In Fairneſs theſe the reſt excel; | 
But fairer is my Iſabel. 


Sweet 


1155 J 
Sweet is the Vi'let, ſweet the Roſe, 
And ſweet the Morning Breath of May; 
Carnations rich their Sweets diſcloſe, 
And the ſweet winding Woodbines ſtray: 
In Sweetneſs theſe the reſt excel; 
But ſweeter is my Iſabel. 


Conſtant the Poets call the Dove, 
And am'rous they the Sparrow call; 
Fond is the Sky-lark of his Love, 
And fond the feather'd Lovers all: 
In Fondneſs theſe the reſt excel; 
But fonder I of Iſabel. 


SONG CXLVI. 
Mocecy's COMPLAINT oF JOCKEY. 
O*® the Tay's verdant Banks a fair Maid lay 


reclin'd ; 
She wept to the Oziers that curv d to the Wind; 
While Echo, to Sorrow ſo faithful and kind, | 
Repeated her Plaints for her Jockey, her Jockey ; 7 
Repeated her Plaints for her Jockey. #808 
Not the Nightingale's Voice was more mournful and 
clear, | | 
When thus ſhe began; 'tis for Loſs of my dear, E 
That from Eyes, once ſo ſparkling, enforces the Tear, 
The Tear which I drop'd for young Jockey, young 
Jockey; 
The Tear which I drop'd for young Jockey. 


The Linnet his Mate chuſes out of the Throng, | 
And, when he has won her, fits all the Day long, 
Still proud of his Conqueſt, repeating his Song; 
Not ſo did inconſtant young en young Jockey; 
Not ſo did inconſtant young Jock ey. 1 


5 


7 . I" 
Wn IF TIRES 
— — 


4 4 — r * 
a dm : 4 _ - N 3 „ £ J 
OT CPI a _— " * "4 . F-4 ; 22 Os 
—_— — 7 — no wth . = . 

ED . 


„ b Hs 
2 223 
r 
— IF nun 


je > 
: 7. 4 
1 
3 1 — 3 ” oF 24 han — 2 * We? 2 
% 2 - * — 7 2 \ —— ——— —_ * 2 — T Neri 2 3 i = L a 7 
a F ( ²˙ A ˙ S N CR 2 . . „ß„d%d%SSSͥͤͥͤ ] ww AA ESSE en a CIA, „ 
TY 2 Res "Jam. Hat r 1 A aro) r ner nn. ALA SER ³ ³·¹ulẽ ns rn, 045 OE an ot 
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He ſwore twas my Beauty his Heart that had won, 


And his Flame was as pure as the Light of the Sun; 
But the Maid that believes is as ſurely undone; 


For falſe and deceitful's young Jockey, young Jockey ; 


For falſe and deceitful's young Jockey. 
SONG CXLVI. 


BapsworkTHn HUN x. 


E Hunters, give Ear to my Song, 
Who to Suſſex Hills do reſort; 


1 ſing of a Fox chaſe fo long, 


I hope you'll allow it good Sport: 
"T'was juſt at the Time of the Year 
When Foxes could fly and were ſtout, 
At Badfworth gay Hall did appear 
Of Hunters a jovial Rout. 


Says the Maſter o'er Night, it is ten; 
Call * Slinger; for I will to- bed; 
At five I ſhall ſee you again; 
Pray, + Thomas, remember your Head: 


At five then the Maſter aroſe ; 


The reſt; half aſleep, left their Beds, 
And huddled, in hafte, on their Cloaths ; 
But ſome of them felt heavy Heads. 


Where the Company all did appear, 
Only Harvey, who loſt all the Chaſe, 
By twice taking Leave of his dear: 


T'was juſt at the Rye of the Sun 


When to Barnſdale great Whin-bed they came, 
So famous for many a Run, 

So crowded with Fox hunters Game. 
| | Heaux 


* Maſter's Man, + Zis Son, 
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Hei! 
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Hark 
Halloo 
Maſte 
Kit anf, 
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Heaux ! Truelove, ſays * Jarvice, my Hound 


Hei! Jumbler, Jack quickly reply d; 
By Jove, ſays Ben Sayle, he is found; 

Hark! Dutcheſs, that never yet 17d. 
Halloo! then away the Pack goes ; 

Maſter Wilſon, come on, ſays Tom Sayle ; 
Kit anſwers, I'll gather thoſe Sloes, 

And then comb my Nag's Main and Tail. 


O'er Smeaton wide Fallows he made, 

To Brockendale Earths, full up Wind; 
His Beeſom he toſs'd, but ne'er ſtay d, 

As tho' he ſaid kiſs me behind: 
O'er Stapleton Lees to Wake Wood, 

Down to Blane, {till up Wind, he does fly; 
But ſoon found, in ſpite of his Blood, 

He muſt back again, elſe he muſt dle. 


From Gravewood and ſhear to Went hill, 
Where a{ Huntreſs ran up to the Cry; 
Her Voice was ſo ſweet and ſo clear, | 

It muſt be Diana or Di: 
From thence he try'd Darrington Moor, 
O'er went, and by Badſworth he goes; 
O Renny ! thy Fate here deplore ; 
For here lives the worſt of thy Foes. 


Then up to the Hollins he ran, 


Where a Plowman he met in the Face; 


This lucky Hit let in ev'ry Man, 


Or the De'il a one had ſeen the Chaſe: 
The Maſter came up in his Chair, 
And ſaw Danger hit off the Default; 
He ſwore, had Ralph Epſom been chere, 
at ! 5 Danger had A0 elite us Throat. 


The W $ Ben's Daughter. 


+ Whipper-in, } Ralph Epſom's Hound, 


'Now 


1 
Now Rockwood, now Delver, ſome cry d; 
Now Rival, now Simpſtreſs, again; 
Then Hall his Dog Rebel eſpy'd, 
And ſwore he led over the Plain : 
Z 


But he'll ſwear a Man off his Horſe ; 
See Tapſter, and fix Couple more ; 
He cannot blow Wind in their A—ſe, 


Squire Thomas came up to the Head, 
And ſaid, dn them all, they were blind; 
For ſee, my Dog Jugler does lead, wt 
And Tip!/er is not far behind: 
He made then for Hample high Wood ; 
But found it too hot for his Stay ; 
* Smith ſaw him, as watching he flood, 
And bid him make beſt of his Way. 


To Brodſworth he cunningly ſtole, 
And then ſhear away to the Marr, 
At the Warren of Melton to hole; 

But + Dawſon had there put a Bar: 
O'er Dun then, he haſtens his Way ; 

On Conningſb'rough Cliff he relies; 
O Renny! in vain is thy Play; 
Old Mountain's put up, and thou dies. 


The Boatman was Iuckily by ; 
The Horſemen, with Heart and good Will, 
Got o'er, and they preſently ſpy d 25 
The Hounds dancing over the Hill: 
Here Molly the Lead ſhe does take; 
O Roper! ſhe ſo doth behave, | 
Tipler's Blood thy dead Corpſe ſhould awake, 
And make thee jump out of thy Grave. 


, 
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V An Earth- ſtopper. F An Larth- flopper. 


ns, ſays Kitchingman, Fall is forſy orn ; | 
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For Edlington Wood then he flew; 

E'er Edlington Wood he could reach, 
They ran out of Scent into View, 

And Di'mond laid hold of his Breech: 
Whoohup ! then, Dick Sunderland cries; 

Tom Atkinſon ſtood in amaze ; 
The Company own'd, with Surprize, - 
Such a Chaſe they ne'er ſaw in their Days. 


Hence, Warnſworth, ſhall thy haughty Spire 
Our Fame to Poſterity bear, 


Which Childers and Newby admire, 


And Draper with Envy ſhall hear: 
Now to Badſworth roaſt Beef let us hie, 

Where we'll finiſh the Day in Delight ; 
We'll drink to Fox-hunters and Di, 

And thus, like the Day, end the Night. 


SONG CXLVIIL 


T7 HEN mighty Roaſt Beef was the Engliſhman's 
F ood, 5 | | 
It ennobled our Veins, and enriched our Blood ; 
OurSoldiers were brave, and our Courtiers were good ; 
O the Roaſt Beef of Old England ! 
And Old Engliſh Roaſt Beef! 


But, fince we have learnt from all-conquering France 
To eat their Ragouts, as well as to dance, 

We're fed up with nothing —but vain Complaiſance: 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c. 5 


Our Fathers of old were robuſt, ſtout, and ſtrong, 
And kept open Houſe with good Chear all Day long, 
Which made their plump Tenants rejoice in this Song: 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c. 
But 
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But now we are dwindled to—what ſhall I name? He.. 70 
A ſneaking poor Race, half-begotten, — and tame, Th 
Who ſully thoſe Honours that once ſhone in Fame: 7 
% Es PRES, * 
When good Queen Elizabeth ſat on the Throne, $he, Co 
E'er Coffee, or Tea, or ſuch Slip-ſlops were known, Ea 
The World was in Terror, if e'er ſhe did frown: Ar 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c. e e W 
In thoſe Days, if Fleets did preſume on the Main, | Wt 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again; | He, W 
As Witneſs, the vaunting Armada of Spain : | Ar 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c. | If 
Oh!] then they had Stomachs to eat and to fight, 2 
And, when Wrongs were a cooking, to do themſelves 
right; © bs 42.761 | She, If 
But now we're a I could— but good Night: Pl 
O the Roaſt Beef of Old England! W 
And Old Engliſh Roaſt Beef 5 
12 | : | 
SONG CALSX. Bath, © 


S8 rTRETHON and PHILL1S: A Dialogue. 


* 
| | + 
He. WW HEN you for me alone had Charms, A 
And none more happy fill'd your Arms, A 
Your Strephon -ſlighted, with Diſdain, 
The faireſt Maidens of the Plain, 
The faireſt Maidens of the Plain. 


She, While you remain'd to. me ſincere, 
Nor any Maid was yet more dear, 

I then was bleſt, my Joys were true, 

And I approv'd no Swain but you, 

And I approv'd, &c. | 


Ves 
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He. But Delia now has won my Heart, 


And does an equal Flame impart; _ 
Thro' ſportive Meads and Woods we. rove, 
And tell our pleaſing Tales of Love, 
And tell, 8c.” | 


He. Colin is now my Joy and Care, 
Each Tree our plighted Vows ſhall bear; 
And ſweetly olides the Summer's Day, 
While ev'ry Month with him is May, 
While ev'ry, &c. | 


He, What if our former Loves return, 
And all my Boſom for you burn; 
If gentle Delia pleaſe no more, 
And I'm your Strephon as before ? 
And I'm, &c. 


She. If Phillis may be woo'd again, 
Fll leave the Shepherds of the Plain; 
Will love my 'Strephon kind and true, 
And live and die alone with you, 
And live, &c. 0 i . 
Both, The Swain and Maid no more can prove 
Unfaithful to each other's Love; 
Their Breaſts ſhall ever beat the ſame, 


And Love ſhine forth with pureſt Flame, 
And Love ſhine forth with pureſt. Flame. 


SONG CL. 


ARTA, when my Sight you bleſs, 
Each Morn, beneath your Cow, 
How can the Swain his Joy expreſs, 


To ſee thee in thy rural Dreſs, 


And hear thee finging too? W 
ä 5 Thy Fl 
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Thy milk-white Waiſtcoat, free from Stain, 


Denotes thy purer Thought, 

As clear from Falſhood as Difdain ; 

And in thy ſoft and chearful Strain 
My Cares are all forgot. 


Thy Breath . che 8 of Morn, 
More fragrant than the Hay, 

Or Flow'rs, tho' in thy Boſom worn, 

Or Clover-graſs, or green-ear'd Corn, 
Or Cows, more {weet than they. 


Thy modeſt Cheeks out-bluſh the Roſe, 
Whilit I thy Charms recite ; 
Thy Lips are Cherries, Eyes are Sloes, 
And thy engaging Smiles diſcloſe: 
Two Rows of Iv'ry white. 


But oh hs Hundep of my „ Song! 
Thoſe Charms may fall a Prey, 


And be commanded, right or wrong,. 
1 By ſome dull Clown, whoſe vulgar woes 


Can neither =s nor ſay. 


The Viet thus, that in the Mead 
Regal'd our Smell, alas 

No more muſt rear its bloomy Head, 

Stamp'd in by ſome black Ox's Tread, 
Or mow'd with common Graſs, 


The chearfal Mornings, once ſo bleſt, 
The Ev'nings too, are o'er: 

Ye Cows, whoſe Teats Maria preſt, 

Farewell: My Pride has done its beſt, 

Maria ſmiles no more, 
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SONG CLI. 


T7 AINLY now ye ſtrive to charm me, 
All ye Sweets of blooming May; 
How ſhould empty Sunſhine warm me, 
While Lotharia keeps away? © 
While Lotharia keeps away. 


Go, ye warbling Birds, go leave me; 
Shade, ye Clouds,-the ſmiling Sky : 

Sweeter Notes her Voice can give me; 
Softer Sunſhine fills her Eye, $ 
Softer Sunſhine fills. her Eye. 


SONG CLI. 


The LASS oF THE BROOK. 


N a Brook's graſſy Brink, in the Willow's cool . Wal 


Shade, | | : 

The Primroſes preſſing, reclin'd a fair Maid; 

She por'd o'er the Stream that limp'd: idly along, 
Well-pleas'd, ſaw herſelf, and thus tun'd her ſoft Song; 
Well-pleas'd, ſaw herſelf, and thus tun'd her ſoft Song. 
Tho' the' Squire's fine Sweet-heart ſhould look in the 
If the Cryſtal tells truly, more comely I ſeem: _ 
What's the Daiſy, the Peach, or the Strawberry Dye? 
With white and red blooming, more comely am 1 
With white, &c. EG = Uh 5, 


5 


As oft thro' the Church - yard on Sunday I tread, | 
While gaping Louts grinning o'er 'Tomb-ſtones are 


With. 


ſpread, 


— 
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With Raptures they praiſe me; I keep on my Way, 
And, down-looking, ſeem not to hear what they ſay ; 
And, down-looking} &c. 


Each kneeling Swain loudly; proteſts, I, am fair; 

Yet none can delight me, till Strephon I. hear: 

Speed your n ye ſhrill Song ters, til Strephon 
ye lee 

Then tell him he's ſtay'd. for, he' s Ray'd for: by me; 

Then tell him * s ſtay'd for, he's Ray'd for by me. 


80 NG. CLI. 
A ODE to Evzhige. 


AI L, meek. ey d Maiden, clad in ſober Ry 
Whoſe ſoft Approach the weary Woodman loves, 


As homeward bent, to kiſs his prattling Babes, 
Jocund he whiſtles thro' the twilight Groves. 


When Phoebus finks beneath the gilded Hills, 
7 d lightly, o'er the miſty Meadows walk, . 

e drooping Daiſies bathe in düleet Dews, © 
And nurſe the nodding. Vilet's lender Stalk. 4 


The painted Dryads, chat in Day” I — Het | 
To inmoſt Bow'rs and cooling Caverns ran, 
Return to trip in wanton Ev'ning Dance; 
Old * too returns, and nen Pan. 


. 
52 # 
* 


To the deep Wii ARR Rooks repair; 4 
Light 8 the Swallow. o'er the watry Scene; 
And, from the Sheepcote and freſh-furrow! d Field, 
Stout Plowmen meet, to wreſtle on the Green. 


The Swain that artleſs ſings, i in yonder Rock, 


His ſupping Sheep and length ning Shadow ſpies ,. 
Pleas'd-wit 


And with hoarfe humming of apnumber'd Flies. 
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Now ev ry Paſſion ſleeps; deſi onding Love, 
And pining Envy, ever. reſtleſs Pride; 

An holy Calm creeps o'er my peaceful Soul; 
Anger and mad Ambition's Storms ſubſide. 


O modeſt Ev'ning ! oft let me appear, 

A wand'ring Vot'ry, in thy penſive Train, 
Liſt'ning to ev'ry wildly-warbling Note, 
That fills, with Farewell fweet, thy dark'ning Plain. 


SONG © CLIV. 
The UNHAPPY Map. 


Fest ye green Fields and ſweet "ena 
Where Strephon engag'd my poor Heart; | 
Where Nightingales warble their Throats, 
And Nature is dreſs'd without Art: 
No Pleaſure they now can afford, 
Nor Muſic can lull me to Reſt; | 
For Strephon proves falſe to his Word, : 
And Phillis can never be bleſt. 


Oft times, by the Side of a Spring, 
Where Roſes and Lillies appear, 

Gay Strephon of Phillis would ſing; 
For Phillis was all he held dear: 

So ſoon as he found, by my Eyes, 
The Paſſion that glow'd in my Breaſt, 

He then, to my Grief and Surprize, 
Prov'd all he had laid was a . 


Too ſoon, to my Sorrow, 1 find, 
The Beauties alone that will laſt. 
Are thoſe that are fix'd in the Mind, 
Which Envy, nor Time, cannot blaſt: 
Beware 
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Beware then, ye fair bh] ye truſt | 
The Fool, who to love makes Pretence ; 4 
For Strephon to me had been juſt, 
If Nature had bleſt him with Senſe. 


8 ON G Ly. 


SWEET Nas or THE VALE. 


1 N a ſmall pleaſant Village, by Nature cmi, 
Of a few honeſt Shepherds the quiet Retreat, 
There liv'd a young Laſs, of ſo lovely a Mein 


As ſeldom at Balls or at Court can be ſeen: 


The ſweet Damaſk Roſe was full-blown on her Cheek; 
The Lilly diſplay'd all its white on her Neck ; 
The Lads of the Village all ſtrove to prevail, 


And call'd her, in Raptures, ſweet Nan of the Vale, 


Sweet Nan of the Vale, ſweet Nan of the Vale; 
And call'd her, in 2 pe ſweet Nan of the Vale. 


Firſt young Hodge ſpoke his Paſſion, till quite out of 


Breath, 


Crying, wounds, he cou'd hug her and kiſs her to 


Deu; 
And Dick with her Beauty was ſo woch poſſeſs 'd, 
That he loathed his Food, and abandon'd his Reſt: 


But ſhe cou'd find nothing i in them to endear, 
So ſent thent them away with a Flea in their Ear, 
And ſaid no ſuch Boobies cou'd tell a Love 'Tale, 


Or bring to Compliance ſweet Nan of the Vale, 
Or bang to Compliance ſweet Nan of the Vale. 


Till young Roger, the ſmarteſt of all the gay Green, 
Who lately to London on a Frolic had been, 

Came home much improv'd in his Air and Addreſs, 
And boldly attack'd her, not We Succeſs: 


He 


How fa 


To brir 


1167 ] 
He ſaid Heav'n form'd ſuch ripe Lips to be kiſs d; 
And preſs'd her ſo cloſely ſhe could not reſiſt, 
And ſhew'd the dull Swains the right Way to aſſail, 
And brought to his Wiſhes ſweet Nan of the Vale, 
And brought to his Withes ſweet Nan of the Vale. 


SONG CLVI. 


LOW, blow, thou Winter's Wind ; 
1D Thou art not fo unkind, 
Thou art not ſo unkind, 
As Man's Ingratitude : 
Thy Tooth is not ſo keen, 
eek; Becauſe thou art not ſeen ; 
Thy Tooth is not fo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 


le, Altho' thy Breath be rude, 
e; Altho' thy Breath be rude. 
ale. 0 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter Sky; 
ut of Ihou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 


er to As Benefits forgot : 
Tho' thou the Waters warp, 
d, Thy Sting is not fo ſharp; 
eſt: Tho' thou the Waters warp, 
Thy Sting is not ſo ſharp, 
ir, | As Friends remember'd not, 
e, As Friends remember'd not. 
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S ON G. CLVIL 


3reen, "HAT care I for Affairs of State? 
Or who is rich, or who is great? 
reſs, How far abroad th' ambitious roam, 


To bring our Gold or Silver home? 


He 


What 
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What ist to me, if France or Spain 


Conſent to Peace, or War maintain ?- 


I pay my Taxes, Peace or War, 

And wiſh all well at Gibraltar ; 

But mind the Cardinal no more 

Than any other ſcarlet Whore : 

Grant me, ye Pow'rs, but Health and Reſt, 
And let who' will the World conteſt, 


| Near ſome ſmooth Stream, oh ! let me keep 
My Liberty, and feed my Sheep: 


A ſhady Walk, well lin'd with Trees; 

A Garden, with a Range of Bees ; 

An Orchard, which good Apples bears, 
Where Spring a long green Mantle wears; 


Where Winters never are ſevere ; : 


Good Barley-lands, to make good Beer; 


With Entertainment for a Friend; 
To ſpend in Peace my latter End 
In Honeſty, and home-ſpun grey; 
AE. the Ev'ning crown the Day. 


S 0 NG CLVIII. 


Au Aenne Derr. 


\ 8 I on purple Tap'ſtry lay, 

And ſlept the tedious Night away, 
Well-warm'd within 
With ſparkling Wine, 

I ſeem'd with Virgins briſk as May 


To dance, and ſing, and wanton play. 


The Shepherds all together flew, 


And envious EOS, and look'd alkew 3 3 


Thrice-] 
Dnart 
Your fe: 


Till Ve 


And c 
And c 


Verſe tui 


And c 


It wins: 


And d 
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And ev'ry Swain | 
Upon the Plain | 
Both envy'd and reproach'd me too, 
That I with Virgins had to do. 


An am'rous Kiſs I would have ta'en ; 
But, waking, found my Hopes were vam ; 
Then curs'd the Day, 
Whoſe glaring Ray 
Bereav'd me of ſo ſweet a Pain; 


Then ſtrove to ſleep and dream again. 


: SONG CLIX. 


S there a Charm, ye Pow'rs above, 
To eaſe a wounded Breaft ; 

Thro' Reaſon's Glaſs to look at Love, 
To wiſh, and yet to reſt ? 

Let Wiſdom boait, 'tis all in vain, 
An Empire o'er the Mind! 

Tis Beauty, Beauty holds the Chain, 
And triumphs o'er Mankind, 
And triumphs o'er Mankind. 


Thrice-happy Birds, who on the' Spray 
Unartful Notes prolong, 

Your feather'd Mates reward the . 
And yield to pow'rful Song: 

By Nature fierce, without Controul, 
The humane Savage ran; 

Till Verſe refin'd the ſtubborn Soul, 
And civiliz'd the Man, 
And civiliz'd the Man, 

Verſe turns aſide the Tyrant's Rage, 
And chears the drooping Slave ; 

It wins a Smile from hoary Age, 

And diſappoints the Grave : 

1 


The 
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The Force of Numbers muſt ſucceed, But 1 


And ſooth each other Ear; ja | Befor 
= Tho' my fond Cauſe ſhould Phcebus plead, „ 4 E'er 
9 He'd find a Daphne here, 11e She 1 
3 He'd find a Daphne here. But 1 
11 * Fi | Will. 
Did Heav'n ſuch wond'rous Gifts produce, He te 
i To curſe our wretched Race; it And 
GSGay, muſt we all the Heart ace ſe, 
38 And yet approve the Face? | 
ff E 1 in the Sun, be drop'd with Gold. F : 
| The baſking Adder lies; . 8 
The Swain admires each ſhining Fold, | II af 
Then graſps, the Snake, and dies, Es WI 
Then graſps the Snake, and dies. | . "=, 
| 8 88 
. N 
AIR, and ſoft, and gay, and young; To al 
All Charms; ſhe play'd, ſhe danc'd, ſhe bang; ; By 
X + 1 There was no Way to ſcape the Dart; Or w 
No Care could guard a Lover's Heart: W. 
Ahl why, cry 4 I, and drop'd a Teas Ther. 
4 | # n Adoring, yet deſpairing e'er „ ET ORT ENS W. 
Io have her to myſelf alone, 8 | By V 
Was fo much Sweetneſs made for one M) 
1 Bot, growing bolder, in her Ear 2 1. 
I in ſoft Numbers told my Care: IS O 
She heard, and rais'd me from her Fee, 
_ And ſeem id to glow with equal Heat: That 
Like Heav'n's, too mighty to expreſs, | 3 O ha 
My Joys could be but known by Gueſs; 2 O hac 
WE. Ah, Fool ! ſaid I, what have I done? HE I'd tu 


Lo wiſh her made for more than one. 5 I'd tu; 


III aſk of Heav'n thy ſafe Return, 


1711 
But long I had not been in View, * 
Before her Eyes. their Beams withdrew Ww; 
E'er I had reckon'd half her Charms, 
She ſunk into another's Arms; "LEES 
But ſhe, that once could faithleſs be, 
Will favour him no more than me; 
He too will find himſelf undone, 
And that ſhe was not made for one. 


SONG CLXI. 
A 


T ſetting Day and riſing Morn, 
With Soul that ſtill ſhall love ow 4 


With all that can improve thee ; 5 
I'II viſit oft the birken Buſh, 

Where firſt you kindly told me 
Sweet Tales of Love, and hid my Bluſh, 

Whilſt round thou didſt infold me. 


To all our Haunts thou didſt repair, 
By Green-wood, Shaw, or Fountain; 
Or where the Summer's Day I'd ſhare 
With you upon yon Mountain : 
There will I tell the Trees and Flow'rs, 
With Thoughts unfeign'd and tender: 
By Vows you're mine, my Love is yours, 
My Heart, which cannot wander. 


SONG CLXI. 


Greedy Midas ! I've been told, 

That what you touch'd you turn'd to Gold, 
That what you touch'd you turn'd to Gold : 

O had I a Pow'r like thine, 

O had Ia Pow'r like thine, 25 | 
I'd turn whate'er I touch'd to Wine, 75 
I'd turn whate'er I touch'd to Wine. „ 
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Each purling Stream ſhould feel my Force: gel a ET 


Each Fiſh my fatal Pow'r ſhonld mourn, .- 
Each Fiſh, &c. 

And, wond'ring at the mighty Change, 
And, wond'ring, &c. 


Should i in their native Regions part, 
Should in, &c. 


Nor ſhould there any Jars W 
Unto my mantling, ſparkling Shrine, 
Unto my mantling, ſparkling Shrine, 


But firſt ſhould pay their Vows to me, 


But firſt ſhould pay their Vows to me, 
And ſtile me only God of Wine, 
And ſtile me al God of Wine. 


8 O NG clxæIn. 
In Cou us. 


FOM tyrant Laws and Cuſtoms free, | 
We follow ſweet. Vaniety; . 
By Turns we drink, and dance, and ſing, 
Love for ever on the Wing. 


Why ſhould niggard Rules controul 
Tranſports of the jovial Soul? 

No dull ſtinting Hour we own; 
Pleaſure counts our Time alone. 


SONG CLxtv. 


In Comvus. 


Within thy airy Cell, 
7 ſlow Meander's Margent green, | 


And in the violet- embroider'd Vale, 5 
Where 


WEET Echo, ſweeteſt Nymph, that iy , unſeen 


1 
Mind | 
Age h 
But Y 


Canſt thou not tell me of a gentle Pair, 
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Where the love-lorn 8 | 
Nightly, to thee her {ad Song mourneth well ; 


That likeſt thy Narciſſus are? 
Oh! if thou have bags 
Hid them in ſome flow'ry Cave, 
Tell me but. where, 6 | 
Sweet Queen of Parly, Daughter of the Sphere; 
So may'ſt thou be tranſlated to the Skies, 


And give reſounding Grace to all Heav ns Harmonies. 


SONG CLXV. - 
Cont... 


AME's an Echo, prattling double, 
An empty, airy, glitt'ring Bubble; 

A Breath can ſwell, a Breath can fink it; 
The wiſe not worth their keeping think it: 
Why, then, why ſuch Toil and Pain | 
Fame's uncertain Smiles to gain? | | 
Like her Siſter Fortune, blind, : 94 
To the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, 8 
And the worſt her Favour find. 


SONG CLXVI 
i» Comvs. 
IVE and love, enjoy the fair; 
Baniſh Sorrow, baniſh Care 
Mind not what old Dotards ſay, | ? 


Age has had his Share of Play ; 
But Youth's Sport begins to-day, 


I 3 | "Pom 
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Ftom the Fruits of ſweet Delight 

Let not ſcare- crow Virtue fright; | 
Here, in Pleaſure's Vineyards, we 
Rove, like Birds, from Tree to Tree, | £ 
Careleſs, airy, gay, and free. 1 


SONG CLXVII. 
I Comvs, a oy 
"NOME, come, bid adieu to Fear; | 
Love and Harmony live here: 7 No! 
No domeſtic jealous Jars, TH 
Buzzing Slanders, wordy Wars, 
In my Preſence will appear : 
Love and Harmony' reign here. 


Sighs to am'rous Sighs returning, | | 
Pulſes beating, Boſoms burning, is Aga 
- Boſoms with warm Wiſhes panting, | 
Words to ſpeak thoſe Wiſhes wanting, | 

Are the only Tumults here, (II : 


* 


All the Woes you need to fear: 
Love and Harmony reign here. 


A '$ONG CLXVIIL 
| i Comvus. 
{30 N OR on Beds of fading Flow'rs, 
we Shedding ſoon their gaudy Pride, 
Nor with Swains in Siren Bow'rs, 
Will true Pleaſure long reſide: 
On awful Virtue's Hill ſublime | 2 
Enthroned ſits th* immortal fair; 
Who wins her Height muſt patient climb ; © 
The Steps are Peril, Toit, and Care 
So, from the firſt, did Jove ordain © 


Eternal Bliſs for tranſient Pain, 
4a 1 1 SONG 
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SONG 0/45 9h 
I. Couvus. 85 


OW lighter and gayer, ye enklin g Strings, 
ſound ; 

Light, light in the Air, ye nimble Nymphs, bound: | 

Now, now, with quick Feet, the Ground beat, beat, 


beat ; 
Now, now, with quick Feet, the Ground bow beat, | 
beat: - #3 
Now cold, and denying; n 1 


Now kind, and complying; 
Conſenting, repenting, 
Diſdaining, complaining, 
Indiff rence now feigning: 


| Again, with quick "ou nt the em beats oe: beat. 


SONG CLXx, © 
In cou. 


v the ruſhy-fringed Bank, | 
Where grows the Willow and the Oſier ank. 

My ſliding Chariot ſtays, 

Thick-ſet with Agate, and the Azure ſheen, 0 

Of Turquoiſe blue, and Em'rald x greenn, 
That in the Channel ftrays ; 

Whilſt from off the Waters Reet 

Thus I ſet my printleſs Feet 

O'er the Cowſlip's velvet Head, 

That bends not as I tread : | 

Gentle Swain, at thy e 

1 am here. | ; 
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Put on his beſt Apparel, his Hoſe and clouted Shoon, 


a 
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SONG CLXXI. 

Q ILVTA, wilt thou waſte thy Prime, 
* Stranger to the Joys of Love? 
Thou haſt Youth, and that's the Time 

Ev'ry Minute to improve 
Round thee wilt thou never hear 

Little wanton Girls and Boys 
Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 
Sweetly ſounding in thy. Ear, 


Inant's Prate and Mother's Joys? IG e 


Only view that little Dove, 
Softly cooing to his Mate; 
As a further Proof of Love, 
See her for his Kiſſes wait = 
Hark ! that charming Nightin 
5 As he flies from — Spray, INE 2K 
Sweetly tunes an am'rous Tale, 
Sweetly tunes, &c. 


I love, I love, he ſtrives to ſay. 


Could I to thy Soul reveal . 
But the leaſt, the thouſandth Part, 1 
Of thoſe Pleaſures Lovers feel, 
In a mutual Change of Heart: —— 
Then, repenting, would'ft thou fay, 10 
Virgin Fears, from hence remove. 5 
All the Time is thrown away: 
All the Time is thrown pit; | 


* 


That we do not ſpend in Love. 


8 ON CEXXH. N 
OUNG Roger of the Mill, ane Morning very 


ſoon, 


And 


0 


— 


1, 


il 


Ill neither wait, nor chat, nor prate; Tve other Fiſh 


What tho' my Name be Roger, that go to plow and 


L 771 
And he a maoing went to bonny buxom Nell: 
Adzooks, cries he, could'ſt fancy me? I like thee 
wond'rous well, I like thee wond'rous well. 


My Horſes I have dreſt, and giv'n them Corn and Hay, 
Put on my beſt Apparel; and, having come this Way, 
Let's fit and chat awhile with thee, my bonny Nell: 
Adzoaks, cries he, could'ſt fancy me? I like thy 
Perſon well, I like thy Perſon well. 


Young Roger, you're miſtaken, the Damſel then re- 


I am af in fuch haſte to be a Plowman's Bride: 
Know, I then live in hopes to wed a Farmer's Son: 
If it be ſo, ſays Hodge, Pll go; ſweet Miſtreſs, I 

have done; ſweet Miſtreſs, I have done. 


vour Horſes you have dreft, as I have heard you ys 
Put on your beſt Apparel; and, having come this Way, 
Come fit and chat a while: O no indeed, not I; 


to fry, I've other Fiſh to fry. | 
Go take your Farmer's Son, with all my honeſt Heart: 


Cart, | . 

I need not tarry long, &er I do ga a Wiſe 

There's buxom Joan, it is well knawn, ſhe loves me 
as her Life, ſhe loves me as her Life. 


Pray what of buxom Joan? ean't I pleaſe you as well? 
For ſhe has ne'er a Penny, and I am bouncing Nell, 
And I _ fifty Shillings: The Money made him 
| e: 3 

O then, my dear, III draw a Chair, and chat with 
thee a while, and chat with thee a While. 
pd —!!ß.!. TS 
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ſtruck; 

J hope then With the Money they both may have 
good Luck: 
I've 1 70 Shillings more, with Wh: ch a Cow we 'l 
( . buy; — 

We'll join our Hands i in Wedlock 3 Bands 5 then ho 
% bur you and I; then wh bur you and 17 


s ON cLXXIII. 


E T Ambition fre the Mind; . © 
Thou wert born o'er Men to: reign, 

Not to follow Flocks deſign d:. | 

Scorn thy Crook, and — the Plain. 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy Feet: 

Thou on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread wb 

Joys in circling Joys Mail nee 
Which Way e'er thy Fancy's led. 


_— Let not Toils of Empire fright; 
il Toils of Empire Pleaſures are: 

Thou ſhalt only know Delight; 

All the Joy, but not the Care. 


Shepherd, if thouw'lt yield the Prize, 
For the Bleſſings I beſtow, 
Joyful I'll aſcend the Skies, 

Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


SONG CIEXxXx VI. 
Corlrin's CoMPILAIX Tr. 
E AR Chloe, whilſt thus beyond Meaſure. 
Vou treat me with Doubts and en, 
Yo 


u rob all your Youth of its Pleaſure, | 
| 1 hoard up an Old-Age of Pain: 


+ oy 
"4 
Your 
* 


Within an Half hour 8 Space, theſe two a Bargain 


[1599] 


gain your Maxim, that Love is ſtill founded © © 


On Charms that will quickly decays 
dave Fou Il find to be very ill grounded, 


501 When once you its Dictates obey. 

. The Paſſion, from Beauty firſt drawn, 

who Four Kindneſs will vaſtly improve; © 

Soft Smiles and gay Looks are the Dawn, | 
Fruition's the Sun-ſhine, of Love: 

And, tho” the os. Beams of your Eyes * 
Should be clou 18 that now are ſo 827 

And Darkneſs poſſels all the Skies, 
We ne'er can forgot it was Day. 


Old Darby, with Join by his Side, 
You've often regarded with Wonder; 
He's dropſical; ſhe is ſore-ey d 
Yet thgy're ever uneaſy aſunder:  ' 
Together they totter about, 17 | 
Gr fit in the Sun at the Door, 
And, at Night, when old Darby's Pot's out, 
His Joan will not ſmoke a Whiff more, 


No Beauty or Wit they poſſeſs, 

Their / Ball Failings to ſmother ; 

Then what are the Charms, can you 
That make them ſo fond of each = ? 

"Tis the pleaſing Remembrance of Youth, - 
The Endearments that Love did beſtow : 

The Thoughts of paſt Pleaſure and Truth 
Are the beſt of all Bleſſings below. 


Thoſe Traces for ever will laſt, 
Which Sickneſs nor Time can remove; 
| For when Youth and Beauty are paſt, * 
And Age beige” the Winter of Love, I. 
ut: UG N A Friendſhip 


0 


take 1. 


A Friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 3 
By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as 
The Current of Fondneſs ſtill flows, 


Which decrepid Old-Age cannot freeze. 
SONG CLXXV. 


GREEN WOOD HALL: , Colin's 


bis Wife). of Vauxhall. 


Mary! ſoft in Feature! 
I've been at dear Vauxhall; 


Wapping, and the Girl 
Gentleman, 


No Paradiſe is ſweeter, 
Not that they Zden call: 
At Night ſuch new Vagaries, 
Such gay and harmleſs Sport, 
All look'd like giant Fairies, .; 
And this their Monarch's Court. 


Methought, when firſt I enter'd, 
Such Splendor round me 
Into a World I ventur'd, 
Where roſe another Sun; 
Whilſt Muſic, never cloying, 
As Sky-larks ſweet I hear; 
The Sounds I'm ſtill enjoying; 
They'll always ſooth my Far. 


Here Paintings, ſweetly glowing, 
Where- e er our 4. ſallz 
Here Colours, Life beſtowing, 
Bedeck: this Greenwood Hall: 
The King there dubs a Farmer ; 
There John his Doxey loves; 
But my Delight's the Charmer 
Who ſteals a Pair of Gloves. 


Tone, 


Deſcription 0 „ (to 


| As, 
* Alluding to three Pictures in the Pavilions, viz. the King 


and Miller of Mansfeld, the Sailor in a Tippling-houſe in 
who is ſtealing a Kiſs from the ſleeping 


As, till 


O'er 


I ſpy a 


All i 
I doff 1 
He'd 
But wh 
Adzc 


But no! 
They 


Not ebe 


Such 
I long' 
But 
Theſe 
Love 


Thus, 
As ( 
At Di 
The 
The M 
Soft 
As tho 
To 


Di 


And ſl 
E rol 


* Mr 
+ He 
a ſpleng' 


9 
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As, ſtill amaz d, Tm ſtraying 


_ I fpy a Harper playing 


Not een at 'Squire's fine Wedding 


181 


O'er this enchanted Grove, 5 


All in his proud Alcove: 
I doff my Hat, deſiring 

He'd tune up buxom Joan; 
But what was I admiring? 

Adzooks, a Man of Stone. 


But now, the Tables fpreading, 
They all fall to with Glee ; 


Such Dainties did I fee 
I long'd (poor ſtarveling Rover) 
But none heed Country Elves; 
"Theſe Folk, with Lace dab d over, 
Love only dear themſelves. _ 


Thus, whilſt *mid Joys abounding, 
As Graſshoppers they're gay; 

At Dittance, Crowds ſurrounding 
The Lady of the May +: 

The Man i' th' Moon —45 ſlily, 
Soft twinkling thro' the Prees, 

As tho' twou'd pleaſe him highly 
To taſte Delights like theſe. 


SON G CLAXVE 
Set by Mr. Stanley. 


EFEND my Heart, ye Virgin Pow'rs, 5 
From am'rous Looks and Smiles, | 
And ſhield me, in my gayer Hours, 
From Love's deſtructive Wiles : 


In 
* Mr. Handel's Statue. 


+ Her Royal elighnefs + the Princes of Wales, firing v 1 | 
a ſplendid Pavillion: 


nenn 

In vain let Sighs and melting Tears 

Employ their moving Art. 

Nor may deluſive Oaths and Pray'r rs A 318 
E'er triumph o'er my Heart. 


My calm Content and virtuous Joys 12 
May Envy ne'er moleſt, _ 
Nor let ambitious Thoughts ariſe 
Within my peaceful Breaſt ; 
Yet may there ſuch a decent State, - 
Such unaffected Pride, _ 
As Love and Awe at once create, 
My Words and Actions guide. 


Let others, fond of empty Praiſe, | 8 
Each wanton Art diſplay, 1 103 1 

While Fops and Fools in 8 Saae, 
And ſigh their Souls away⸗ 

Far other Dictates J purſue, * 2984 

_ (My Bliſs in Virtue plac'd) 

And ſeek to pleaſe the wiſer few, 

_ Who real Worth can taſte. 


5 O No: GLAXVEL: 54:16! - - I Yer latin 


Baccuvs TRIUMPHANT: or, The Lover 85 The R 
Aaieu 'to the fair Sex. wes ne 

vo Phillis and Chloe, and all che gay Throng, Its Ple: 

Too long the ſoft Lay has been rais'd ; Then 2 
Too long to their Beauty has flow'd the yain Song, | All Th 
Too long has their Beauty been praisd: 1 I feht 
Great Bacchus, repentant, thy Pardon 1 aſk, : Ba F 1 
53 'orgivenels I humbly implore ; . And if ** 
If Cer for a Female I quit a full Caſk, ; 17 ate 
May I never enjoy one Drop more,— great God; * e er l 
May I never en) oy one Drop more. Nes 5 


, 


1 1831 


Ve Vous and ye Fribbles, your Title I own 
To ſing all the Charms of the fair; ; 

Their Beauties to praiſe is your Province alone; 
Alone make their Beauties your Care: 

For who in his Senſes that Mortal can blame 
Who ſtrives his own Merit to raiſe ? 

For Women and F on are ſo nearly the ſame, 


In theirs, that he ſings * own e Miſs; 


In theirs, &c. 


Tho' Wit, ſparkling Wit ſome rare Females poſſels 
Tho' Kindnefs may add to their Store, 
Good-nature and Smiles has a Bumper no leſs, 
And ſparkles an hundred Times more : 
With: Virtue unſully'd adorn'd tho' ſhe be, 
Tho Modeſty blooms in each Feature, 
A Bottle is not more immodeſt than ſhe, - 
Its Virtue ten thouſand Times rn. Boys; 
Its Virtue, &c. 


Their Beauty attracting I freely conſels; ; 
Their Sex, I muſt own, has its Charms; 

I own for a Moment they're able to bleſs, 
And melt us away in their Arms: 

Yet laſting the Pain is, and tranſient the Joy; 
The Raptures are inſtantly paſt ; 

But Wine, happy Juice! is ſure never to cloy, 


Its Pleaſures till Doomſday ſhall laſt, —brave Souls; | 


Its Pleaſures, &c 


Then adieu'to their Charms, to their Beauties adieu; ES 


All Thoughts of the Sex I reſign; 


J fight in hy Cauſe, to thy Int'reſt am true, MEETS: 


And yield me eternally thine : | 
And if ever, great Maſter, thy Colour I fy,” 
If eier like a Rover I pine, 


May, greateſt of Curſes! my Hogſhead run ar: 1 
Nor more be repleniſh'd with Wine, —bleſt Wine; 


Nor more be repleniſn d with Wine. | | 
| ' SONG 


8 * 
- 2 F 1 
da. | 
®. 1 5 
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8 ON G CLAXVIE. 


AY Damon long ſtudy d my Heart to obtain, | 
The prettieſt young & Shepherd one Pipes on the 


lain; 
I'd hear bis ſoft Tale, then declare twas amiſs, 1 
And I'd often ſay no, often ſay no, when 1 long d to 
ſay yes; 
And I'd oſten ſay no, often ſay no, when 1 long's to 
* ſay yes... 


Laſt Valentine's Day to our Cottage he came, | 
And brought me two Lambkins to witneſs his Flame; 


Oh! take theſe, he cry'd, thou, more fair _ their 
Fleece; 

I could hardly fay no, tho band to fog bs. 

I could hardly, &. i 


Soon after, one Morning, we ſat! in * Brote 24 
He preſs'd my Hand hard, and in _ breath'd his 
| Love; 5 
Then tenderly alle d, if Id grant him a Kiſs? 

I defign'd to 've ſaid no, but 4 6 e . faid yes ; 


I defign's, &c. 


At this, with Deli ht, his Heart danc d i in his Breaft ; 
Ye Gods, he cry" „Chloe will now make me bleſt; 
Come, let's to the Church, and ſhare conjugal Bliſs ; 
Jo prevent being teaz d, I was fores to fay yes; 
To prevent, &c. 


I neer was ſo pleas'd with a Word in my Liſe; 

I ne'er was ſo happy as ſince I'm a Wife: 

Then take, ye young Damſels, my Counſel in this, 
You muſt all die old Maids, if you will not ſay. yes; 
You muſt all die old Maids, .all die old We 7 Von 


3 will not 1 yes. 


3 bs 8. 
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